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kingt and oourtieai smroiiBM iriHi tb* ippp|gpr tf 
** beitorie pearl end gold $'* and, aren in tM dapi^if 
simplicity, a wilder and a simpler life^ amidst the last* 
nesses of mountains, and the solitude of oaves— >thr 
hunters' life, who ** have seen nothin^'' hot who yet, in 
their natural piety, know how to i4|Ib the heavens.” 
If these attributes^ thedrama hid bam Jem shM^Q^y 
we pmbapi might have more madily seen the lealocniise 
of the dramatio action. We ventme to eapmp our 
opinkin, that one predominant idea dost aaist 
iawdia]flfiwoftha^twoQentleinaa**m Ihft open* 
ing eeene us perfectly acquainted with the 

relarieiis in which Pofthumue and Imogmi atgml to 
each other, and to tfaoee around them. ** She 'i madded* 
her husband baniriiU*’ We have itoit dm cbiiptotor if 
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INTRODUtrrOftY REMARKS. 


« lli#l)anidie^ htulband, and of, the unworthy suitor who 
9die cauieof his baniihinent; aswell as the story of 
king^B two lost sons. This is essentially the fhun- 
wdon of die past and ftiture of the action. Brief in- 
deed is this seene, but it well prepares us for the parting 
of Posthumus and Imogen. The course of their affhc- 
lioDS is turned awry by the wills of others. The angry 
king at once procliiinB himself to us as one not cnud, 
hdt weak ; he has before been described as touched at 
very heart.*’ It is only in the intenrity of her affection 
fixr Pofthumus diat Imo^ opposes her own wiU to the 
impatient violence of her fother, and the more qyity 
decision of her step-mother, she is sutoMeMMl 
with a third evil,—- 

*' A fkthec cruel, and a step-dame fiihMw 
A foolish suitor to a wedded ladly*'* 

Worse, however, even than these, her honour is to be 
assailed, her character vilified, by a subtle stranger ; 
who, perhaps more in sport than in malice, has resolved 
to win a paltry wager by the sacrifice of her happiuess 
and that of her husband. What has she to oppose to 
all this complication of violence and cunning ? Her 
perfect purity— Ifer entire simplicity — her freedom from 
everything that is selfish — the strength only of her 
aflections. The scene between lachimo and Imogen is 
a contest of innocence with guile, most profoundly 
aflhcting, in spite of the few coarsenesses that were per- 
haps unavoidable, and which were not comidered offen- 
sive in ffliak8pete*8 day. 

This is the First Act ; and, if we mistake not the ob- 
ject of Shakspere, these opening scenes exhibit one of 
the most confiding and gentle of human beings^ assailed 



INTBOPVCTCAY RBlfARKS. $ 

Hfi tide by a detatminadon of l>topoi^ U 

Um ihapeaf violeoce, wiekednan, or folly, agidn^ 
under cndkiary cijroumitaaoei^ iimooeM bl iMj^ 
pooed fo be an iniiiftcient ghiMit But th< veiy 
lOMnuM of Imogen ii her {aoteedon. In the eayninte 
SiOQiKiSoeiieofthe SeeoiidAe^dM |iaM jKVilyof 
Imng^i, ae interpreted by Sbalupevr* hm flomM 
whit would have been a moet dMOfnimi ffitnathlf p 
tbehandioC another poe^ into one of the aiM jgfciiil 
delicacy.-«The immediate danger ie paeeed s, ||S|pMe 
ie a new danger approaohing. ahe wiU of 
huibaod, deceived into madneei, ie fo bammed to the 
evile which ihe hae already received from violence and 
eelflehneia Podhumui, intending to destroy her, writet 
** Take notice that 1 am in Cambria at Milford-Haven; 
what your own love will out of this advise you, follow.'* 
She dues follow her own love ; — she has no other guide 
but the strength of her affections; that strength makes 
her Hardy and fearless of consequences. It is the one 
duty, as well as the one pleasure, of her existence. How 
is that affection requited f Pisonio places in her hand, 
when they have reached the deepest solitude of the 
mountains, that letter by which he is commanded to 
take away her life. One paming thought of henelf— 
one faint reproach of her^ husband, — and she submits to 
the fate which is prepared for her.— But her truth and 
innocence have alre^y subdued the will of the sworn 
servant of her husband. He comforts her, but he ne- 
cessarily leaves her in the wilderness. The spells of 
evil wills are still around her : — 

** My noblemUtrew, 

Hen is a box, I bad it ffom the queeo.** 



a INTEODUGTOay REMARKS. 

FMiapi there ii nothing in Shekipere more beautifully 
inl&Bgec4---niore touching in iti romance, — more ewen- 
tielly true to nature,— <than the icenee between Imogen 
end her unknown brothen. The gentleneei, the gmcc^ 
the grief and patience^*' of the helpless Fidele, pro- 
ducing at once the deepest reverence and affection in 
the bold and daring mountaineers, still carry forward 
the character of Imogen under the same aspects. The 
bird is dead;’* she was sick, and we almost fear 
that'tfae words of the dirge are true. — But she awakes, 
and she has still to endure the last and the worst 
evU — her husband, in her apprehension, lies dead be- 
fore her. She has no wrongs to think of— “O.my 
lord, my lord,” is all, in connexion with Postbiuiti^"^^ 
escapes amidst her tears. The iN^aul^ i^d^uissceiill 
which saved her from lacbiqso,;^9^ch SMDqwsr^ Pi- 
sanio, — ^which won the her to 

the Roman general— she is at cnoa jaweled. But she has 
holy duties still to performt-^It is ihe unconquerable 
affection of Imogen whidi tamkes ns pity Posthumus 
even while we Uame him for rash exercise of his 
revengeftil will. Bulkin Ins deep repentance we more 
than pity him. We M onl^nnotber victim of worldly 
craft and selfishnen.— ^ ths prison scene his spirit is 
again united with beUk'^^The contest we now feel is 
over between thq#slfi^«nd the unseMsh, the crafty and 
the simple, the proud imd the meek, the violent and the 
gentle. 
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PERSONS REPRESENTED. 


Ctmbblinb, Kinff of Britain* 

Afpeartt Act I. ae. 2. Ant II. ac. 8. Act 111. to. 1 ; M. 5. 
Act IV. ic. 8. Act V. sc. ft. 

Clotbn, aon to the Qiieen, by a former 
Appaart, Act 1. tc. 3. Act II. ac. 1 ; ac. S. Act HI. t 
ac. ft. Act IV. ac- 1 : ac. 2. 

Lxonatu8 PoBTHuiivs, hushand to hoogm* 
Appears, Act I. ic. 8 ; ac. ft. Act IT. ac- 4 ; ac. ^ Act V. ao. 1 
■c. 8 i ae. 8 ; ac. 4 ; ac. ft* 

Belarius, a baniihed lord, dieguieed under the name 
of Morgan. 

Appears, Act HI. ac. 3 ; ao. 8. Act IV* ac. 2 ; ae. 4. Act V. 
ac. 8 ; ac. ft. 

Goidbrius, eon to Cymbeline, disgtcUed under the 
name of Polydore, euppoeed aon to Belariui. 
Appears, Act 111. ae. 3 | ao. 6. Act IV. ac. 8| ao4 4. Act V. 
ac. 8 ; ac. ft. 

Arviraoub, aon to Cymbeline, dieguieed under the 
name of Cadwal, avppoaed aon to Belariua. 
Appears, Act 111. ac. 8 ; ae. 6. Act IV. ac. 3 ; ae. 4. Act V. 

BO. 8 ; ae. ft. 

Phuarxo, a Roman, friend th PoeQramuB. 
Appears, Act I. ao. 5. Act II. ae. 4. 

lAbHiMO, a Roman, friend to Posthumui. 
^ftpaars, Act 1. ae. ft ; ao. 7. Aetll. Be.8; ac. 4* AcfeV* 
ac. 8 ; ac. ft. 

A French Oen11enian,,/W0n(2 to Philario. 

Appears, Act 1. ac. A 




VmOW aEPRBSBNTfiD. 


G41V6 Lociu% ffin&rdl ofihe Bomanforoei. 

Act III. R. 1 { fc. &. Ael IV. n. I. Aflt V. m. S ; 
le. ft. 

A Eoman Captiln. 

s. 

Two Ariiiih Captaiiis. 

iijipMr«AetV. M.l. 

1 PiMNio, A> Pofthiunuft. 

1. n. fi ] le, 4 i w. 6; le. T. Act II. n.I. Aet III, 
r «. f| K. 4; le. ft. AellV. m« 8. ActV.ie»ft 

CoRHBLiufl, apAyiidaiu 
Appeatit Act I. k 6. Act V. k. ft. 

Two Gentlemen of Gymbeline*B Courts 
Appear t Actl.ac. 1. 

Two Gaolers. 

Appear^ Act V. se. 4. 

Qusen, wife to Gymbelme. 

/ppcari, Act 1. ic 2 ; ic. 6. Act II. n. 8. Act HI. fc. 1 ; se.!. 

IxooBN, daughter to Cymbeline, by a fofmvt 

Appears, Act I. ic 2 ; sc. 4; m. 7. Act 11. k. 81 ac. 8 . 

Act 111. ao. 2 , M. 4 ; K 6. Aet IV. k. 2. Act V. ao. 

Hslbn, woman to Imogen. 

Appeort, Act II. w. 2 

Lords, Ladies, Boman Senators, Tribunes, Appari- 
tions, a Soothsayer, Musicians, Officers, Cc^ins, 
Soldiers, Messengers, and other Attendants, 

SCENE^-^bombtimbs iv Britaxw; bohbtxmbs 
iR Rorb, 





CYMBELINE. 


ACT I. 

SCENE I. — Britain. The Garden behind Cymbe- 
line'9 Pqface. 

Enter Ttoo Gentlemen. 

1 Gent. You do not meet a man but frowns : our 

bloods 

No more obey tlie heavens, tlian our courtiers 
Still seem as does the king.* 

2 Gent. But what ’s the matter ? 

1 Gent. His daughter, and the heir of his kingdom, 

whom 

He purpos’d to his wife’s sole son, (a widow, 

Tiiat late he married,) hath referr’d herself 
Unto a poor but wortiiy gentleman : She ’s wedded ; 

Her husband banish'd ; she imprison’d : all 
Is outward sorrow ; though, 1 think, the king 
Be touch’d at very heart. 

2 Gent. None but the king f 

1 Gent. He that hath lost her, too : so is the queen, 
That most desir'd the match : But not a courtier, 
Although they wear their faces to the bent 
Of the king’s looks, hath a heart that is not 
Glad at the thing they scowl at. 

* Blood is used by Shakspere for natural disposition. Tiie 
meaning 6f the passage then is — You do not meet a man but 
ftowns* our bloods do not more obey the heavens than oui 
courtiers still seem as the king seems. 

VOL. Till. 
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CYMDELINE. 


[Act 1. 


2 Gent. And why so ? 

1 Ge7it. He that hath miss'd the princess is a thing 
Too bad for badrejiort : and he that hath her, 

(1 mean, that married her, — alack, good man! — 

And therefore banish'd,} is a creature such 
As to seek througli the regions of tlie earth 
For one his like, there would be something failing 
In him that should compare. I do not think 
So fail an outward, and such stuff witliin, 

Endows a man but he. 

2 Gent. You sjieak him far. • 

1 Gent. I do extend ^ him, sir, within himself ; 

Crush liim together, rather tlian unfold 

His measure duly. 

2 Gent. What 's his name, and birth ? 

1 Gent. I cannot delve him to the root : His father 
Was call’d Sicilius, who did join bis honour, 

Against the Romans, with Cassibelan ; 

But had his titles by Tenantius, whom 
He serv'd witli glory and admir'd success : 

So gain'd the sur-additioii, Leonatus : 

And had, besides tliis gentleman in question, 

Two other sons, who, in the wars o' the time, 

Died with their swords in hand ; for which, their father 
(Tlien old and fond of issue) took such sorrow 
That he quit being ; and his gentle lady, 

Big of this gentleman, our theme, deceas'd 
As he was born. The king, he takes the balie 
To his protection ; calls him Posthumus Leonatus j 
Breeds him, and makes him of his bed-chamber : 

Puts to liim all the learnings that his time 
Could make him the receiver of ; which he took, 

® You carry your praise far. 

^ The Gentleman bays— I do extend him— appreoiatn his good 
qualities— but only within tlio real luuits pt what they are: 
instead of unfolding his measure duly, 1 crush him together- 
compress his excellence. 
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As we do air, fast as ’t was ministered. 

And in ’s spring became a harvest : Liv’d in court, 
(Which rare it is to do,) most prais’d, most lov’d : 

A sample to the youngest ; to tli’ more mature 
A glass that feated them ; and to tlie graver, 

A child that guided dotards : to his mistress — 

For whom he now is banish’d, — her own price 
Proclaims how she esteem’d him and his virtue ; 

By hei election may be truly read 
What kind of man he is. 

2 1 honour him 

Even out of your report. But, ’pray you, tell me. 

Is she sole child to the king ¥ 

1 Gmt. His only child. 

He had two sons, (if this be worth your hearing, 

Mark it,) the eldest of them at three years old, 

r the swathing clothes the other, from their nursery 
Were stolen; and to this hour no guess in knowledge 
Which way they went. 

2 Gent. How long is this ago? 

1 Gent. Some twenty years. 

2 Gent. That a king’s children should be so convey’d ! 
So slackly guarded I And the search so slow, 

That could not trace them ! 

1 Gent. Howsoe’er ’t is strange. 

Or that the negligence may well be laugh’d at. 

Yet IS it true, sir. 

2 Gerit. I do well believe you. 

1 Gent. We must forbear: Here comes the gentle- 
man, 

The queen, and princess. [Exeunt. 

SCENE l\.^Thc same. 

Enter the Queen, Posthumus, and Imogen. 

Queen. No, be assur’d, you shall not find me, daughter, 
After the slander of most step-motliers, 

c 2 
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CYMBELINE. 


[Aot I. 


Evil-ey’d unto you: you are my wisoner, but 

Your gaoler shall deliver you the Keys 

That lock up your restraint. For you, Posthumus, 

So soon as 1 can win the ofTended king, 

I will be known your advocate : marry, yet 
The fire of rage is in him ; and ’t were good. 

You leanM unto his sentence, with what patience 
Your wisdom may inform you. 

Post. Please your highness, 

I will from hence to-day. 

Qtwen. You know the peril ; — 

I ’ll fetch a turn about the garden, pitying 
The pangs of barr’d affections j though tlie king 
Hatlj charg’d you should not speak together. 

\Escit Queen. 

Imo. 0 dissembling courtesy ! How fine this tyrant 
Can tickle where she wounds ! — My dearest hushed, 

I something fear my father s wrath ; but nothing 

(Always reserv’d my holy duty,) what 

His lage can do on me : You must be gone ; 

And 1 sliall liere abide the hourly shot 
Of angry eyes; not comforted to live. 

But that theie is this jewel in the world, 

That I may see again. 

Post. My queen ! my mistress ! 

O, lady, weep no more ; lest I give cause 
To be suspected of more tenderness 
Than dotli become a man ! 1 will remain 
The loyal ’st husband that did e'er plight trotli. 

My residence in Rome, at one Piiilario’s ; 

Who to my father was a friend, to me 
Known but by letter : thither write, my queen, 

And with mine eyes I *11 drink the words you send, 
Though ink be made of gall. 

Re-enter Queen. 

Be brief, I pray you : 


Queen. 
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If the king come, 1 shall incur I know not 
How much of his displeasure * Yet 1 'll move him 

[Anth 

To walk this way 1 never do him wrong, 

But he does buy my injuries to be friends , * 

Pa) 8 dear lor my odences [Exit 

Post Should we be takmg leave 

As long a term as yet we have to live, 

The loathness to dejiart would grow Adieu * 

Imo Nay, stay a little . 

Weie you hut tiding fordi to air yourself, 

Such parting were too petty Look here, love , 

Tins di imond was my mother s take it, heaif , 

But keep it till you woo diiothei wife, 

Wlicn Imogen is dead 

Post How * how ’ another ® — 

You gentle gods, gne me but this I have, 

And sear up mj einhracements from a next 
With bonds of death* — Remain thou heit 

[Pu^tinq on the nng 

While sense can keep it on * And sweetest, fairest, 

As I my poor self did exchange for you, 

To your so infinite loss , so, in our trifles 
I still wm of you lor my sake weai this, 

It IS a manacle of love I ’ll place it 
Upon this finest pnsonei 

[^Putting a hacclet on her arm 
Imo O, the gods ’ 

When shall wt see again ^ 

Enter Cymbei ine and Loids 
Post Alack, the king * 

Cym Thou basest thing, avoid* hence, from my 
sight * 

■ This sentence is obscure but the meaning of the crafty 
Queen appears to be tha. the kindniss ot her husband e\eu 
when she is doing him wrong, purchases injuries as it they 
were benefits 
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[Act I. 


If after this command tliou fraught the court 
With thy uiiworthiness, thou diest : Away ! 

Thou art poison to my blood. 

Post. The gods protect you ! 

And l)les8 the good remainders of the court ! 

1 am gone. [Exit 

Inio. There cannot be a pinch in death 
More sharj) tiian this is. 

Cym. O disloyal thing, 

■ Tliat bhouldst repair my youth ; thou heaj)e8t 
A year's age on me 1 

Imo. I beseech you, sir. 

Harm not yourself with your vexiition ; I 
Am senseless of your wrath ; a touch more rare * 
Subdues all pangs, all fears. 

Ci/m. Past grace ? obedience ? 

Imo. Piist hope, and in despair ; tliat way, past grace. 
(ym. That mightst have had the sole son of my 
queen ! 

Imo. O blcss’d, that I might not ! I chose an eagle, 
And did avoid a puttock.*’ 

Cym. Thou took’st a beggar; wouldst have made 
my throne 
A seat for baseness. 

I?)io. No; 1 ratlicr added 

A lustre to it. 

Cym. O thou vile one ! 

Imo. Sir, 

It is youi fault that I have lov’d Posthumus : 

You bred him as my playfellow ; and he is 
A man worth any woman ; overbuys me 
Almost the sum he pays. 

Cym. What ! art thou mad ? 

Imo. Almost, sir : Heaven restore me ! — ’Would I 
were 

• A hiifher feeling. 

*> Puttuck—R kite— a worthless species of hawk. 
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A neat-hercVa daughter ! and my Leonatus 
Our neighbour shepherd’s son ! 

Re-enter Queen. 

Cym> Thou foolish thing !— 

They were again together : you have done 

« [To the Queen. 

Not after our command. Away with her, 

And pen her up. 

Queen, ’Beseech your ()atience ; — Peace, 

Deal hidy daughter, peace. — Sweet sovereign, 

Leave ns to ourseh es ; and make yourself some comfort 
Out of your )yest advice. 

Cym. Nay, let her languish 

A drojj of blood a day j and, being aged, 

Die of tliis folly ! [Exit. 

Enter Pisanio. 

Queen. Fyo ’ — you must give way : 

Here is }Our servant. — How now, sir? What news? 
Pis. My lord your son drew on my master. 

Queen. Ha ! 

No harm, I trust, is done? 

Pis. There might have been, 

But that my master rather play’d than fought, 

And had no help of anger : they were paited 
By gentlemen at hand. 

Queen. I am very glad on ’t. 

I/no. Your son ’s niy father’s friend ; he takes his part, 
To draw upon an exile ! — O brave sir! 

1 would tliey were in Afric lx)th together ; 

Myself by with a needle, that 1 might prick 
The goer back. — Why came you from your master ? 

Pis. On his commaml : He would not sulfer me 
To bring him to the haven : left these notes 
Of what commands I should be subject to, 

When ’t pleas’d you to employ me. 
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CYMBBLINE. 


[Act 1. 


Queen, This hath been 

Your faithful servant : I dare lay mine honour, 

He will remain so. 

Pis. I humbly thank your highness. 

Queen. Pray, walk a while. 

Imo. Altout some halftiaur henc^ 

I pray you, speak with me : you shall, at least. 

Go see my lord alx)ard : for this lime, leave me. 

[Exeunt 


SCENE III.— A public Place. 

Enter Ci.oten and Two Lords. 

1 Lord. Sir, I would advise you to shilt a shirt; the 
violence of action hath made you reek as a sacriAce : 
Wliere air comes out, air comes in : tliere ’s none abroad 
so wholesome as that you vent. 

Clo. If my shiit were bloody, then to shift it. Have 
1 hurt him ? 

2 Lord. No, faitli ; not so much as his patience. 

[Aside. 

1 Lord. Hurt him ? his body ’s a passable carcass 
if lie be not liurt : it is a thoroughfare for steel if it be 
not hurt. 

2 Lord. His steel was in debt : it went o' tl e l>ack 

side the town. [Aside. 

Clo. The villain would not stand me. 

2 Loid. No ; but he Acd forward still, toward your 
face. [Aside. 

1 Loi'd. Stand you ! You liave land enough of your 
own ; but he added to your having ; gave you some 
ground. 

2 Lord. As many inches as you have oceans ; 

Puppies ! [Aside. 

Clo. I would they had not come between us. 

2 Lord, So would I, till you had measured how long 

a fool you were upon the ground. [Aside. 
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Clo, And that she should love this fellow^ and w- 
fuse me ! 

2 Lord, If it be a sin to make a true election, she is 
damned. [ Aside. 

1 Lord, Sir, as 1 told you always, her beauty and 
her brain go not together : She ’s a goMlsign, but I have 
seen small reflection of her wit. 

2 Lord, She shines not upon fools, lest the reflection 

should hurt her. [Aside. 

Clo. Gome, 1 11 to my chamber ; ’Would there had 
been some hurt done ! 

2 Lord, 1 wish not so ; unless it had been the fall of 
an ass, wUicli is no great hurt. [Aside. 

Clo. You ’ll go with us % 

1 Lord. I ’ll attend your lordship. 

Clo, Nay, come, let ’s go together. 

2 Lord. Well, my lord. [Exeunt. 

SCENE IV. — A Room in Cymbeline’s Palace, 
Enter Imogen and Pisaniu. 

Imo. I would tliou grew’st unto the shores o’ tlie 
liaven, 

And quest ion'dst every sail : if he should write, 

And 1 not have it, ’t were a paper lost. 

As ofler'd mercy is. What was the lost 
That he 8{)ake to thee ? 

Pis. It was, ** His queen, his queen ! ” 

Imo, Then wav’d his handkerchieH 

Pis. And kiss’d it, madam. 

Imo. Senseless linen ! happier therein tlian 1 ! 

And that was all ¥ 

Pis. No, madam ; for so long 

As he could make me with his eye or ear 
Distinguish him from others, he did keep 
The deck, with glove or hat or handkeri^ief 
Still waving, as the fits and stirs of his mind 
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CYMBELINE. 


[Act 1. 


Could best express hovr slow his soul sail'd on^ 

How swift his ship. 

Imo. Thou shouldst have made him 

As little as a crow, or less, ere left 
To after-eye him. 

Pis. Madam, so ! did. 

Into. I would have broke mine eye-strings ; crack'd 
them, but 

To look u])on iiim ; till the diminution 
Of space had pointed him sharp as my needle : 

Nay, follow’d him, till he had melted from 
The smallness of a gnat to air ; and then 
Have turn’d mine eye, and wept. — But, good Pisanio, 
Wlien shall we hear from himV 

Pis. Be assur’d, madam. 

With his next vantage.® 

Imo. I did not take my leave of him, but had 
Most pretty things to say : ere I could tell him 
How 1 would think on him, at certain hours. 

Such thoughts, and such ; or I could make him sweai 

The shes of Italy should not betray 

Mine interest and his honour ; or have charg’d him, 

At the sixth hour of mum, at noon, at midnight. 

To encounter me with orisons, for then 
1 am in hea\ en for him ; or ere I could 
Give him that jjaiting kiss, which 1 had set 
Betwixt two cliarming words, comes in my father, 

And, like the tyrannous breathing of the noith, 

Shakes all our buds from growing. 

Enter a Lady. 

Lady. The queen, madam. 

Desires your highness’ company. 

Imo. Those things I bid you do, get them despatch'd. — 
1 will attend the queen. 

Pis. Madam, 1 shall. \Exe\mt. 

® f'awta^e—^pportunity. 
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SCENE V. — Rome. An Apartment in Philario’* 
House. 

Enter Phii.auio, Iachiuo, and a Frenchman. 

Ia<h. Believe it, sir: 1 have seen him in Britain: he 
was then of a crescent note ; expected to prove so wor- 
thy as since he hath been alloweil the name of : but 1 
could then have looked on him without the help of 
admiration ; though the catalogue of ids endowments 
had been tabled by his side, and 1 to peruse him by 
items. 

You speak of him when he was less furnished, 
tlian now he is, with that which makes him liotli without 
and within. 

F} < nrh. I have ^eeri him in France : we had very 
many there could behold the sun with as firm eyes as he. 

lacti This matter of marrying his king’s daughter, 
(wherein he must be weighed ratiier by her value than 
his own,) words him, I doubt not, a great deal from tlie 
matter. 

French, And then his banishment — 

loch. Ay, and the a])})robation.of tliose tliatweep this 
lamentable divorce, under her colours, are wondeifully 
to extend him ; lie it hut to fortify her judgment, which 
else on easy battery might lay fiat, for taking a beggar 
without less quality. But how comes it he is to sojourn 
with you ? How creeiis acquaintance ? 

Phi. His fatlier and 1 were soldiers together; to 
whom I have been often bound for no less than my life ; — 

Enter PosTHLMUs. 

Here comes the Briton : Let him be so entertained 
amongst you, os suits, with gentlemen of your knowing, 
to a stranger of his quality. — I beseech you all, be better 
known to this gentleman, whom I commend to you as a 
noble friend of mine ; How worthy he is I will leave 
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to appear hereafter, rather than story him in his own 
hearing. 

French. Sir, we have known togetlier in Orleans. 

Post. Since when I have been debtor to yon for 
courtesies, which I will l)e ever to ])ay, and yet pay still. 

French. Sir, you o’er-ratemy jioor kindness : I was 
glad I did atone“ my countryman and you; it had been 
pity you should liave been put together with so mortal 
a purpose as then each Ijore, uj)on importance ^ of so 
slight and trivial a nature. 

Post. By your pardon, sir, 1 was then a young tra- 
veller : ratlier shumietl to go even with what 1 heard, 
than in my every action to be guided by others’ experi- 
ences : but, upon my mended judgment, (if I oll’end 
not to say it is mended,) my quarrel was not altogether 
slight. 

French. ’Faith, yes, to be put to the arbitrement of 
swords ; mid by such two that would, by all likelihood, 
have confounded one the other, or have fallen both. 

Jack. Can we, with manners, ask wliat was the dif- 
ference ? 

French. Safely, 1 think ; ’t was a contention in pub- 
lic, which may, without contradiction, sutler tlie rejiurt. 
It was much like an argument that fell out last iiiglit, 
where each of us fell in praise of our country misliesies : 
This gentleman at that time vouching (and ujiuii war- 
rant of bloody affirmation) his to be more fair, virtuous, 
wise, chaste, constant-qualified, and less attemptible, 
than any the rarest of our ladies in France. 

lack. That lady is not now living ; or tliis gentle- 
man’s ojiiiiioii, by this, worn out. 

Post. She holds her virtue still, and I my mind. 

loch. You must not so far prefer her ’fore ours of 
Italy. 

Post. Being so for provoked as I was in France, 1 

“ Atone— io make at one. 

^ /mportana&— import, matter. 
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would almte her nothing ; though I profess myself her 
adorer, not her friend. 

lach. As fair, and as good, (a kind of hand-in-hand 
comparison,) had lieen something too fair, and too good, 
lor any lady in Bntany. If she went l^ibre others I 
hav e been, as that diamond of yours outlustres many 1 
lia\ ♦ heheld, I could not but l)elieve she excelled many ; 
hut J ha^e not seen the most precious diamond that is, 
MO] you the lady. 

Post, I praised her as I rated her : so do I my stone. 

loch. What do you esteem it at? 

Pa^t. More than the world enjoys. 

lovh. Kither your unparagoned mistress is dead, or 
she s outpiized l)y a trifle. 

Po.st. You are mistaken: the one maybe sold, or 
gi\eii, if there were wealth enough for the purchase, or 
merit loi (he gilt : the other is not a thing for sale, and 
only the gift; of the gods. 

lath. Which the gods have given you? 

Pobt. Wliich, l)y their graces, 1 will keep. 

lach. You may wear her in title yours ; but you 
know strange fowl light ujion neighbouring ponds. 
Your ring may be stolen too : so, youi brace of unprize- 
able esliinations, the one is but frail, and the other 
casual; a cunning thief, or a that-Way-accomplished 
courtier, would liazard the winning both of first and last. 

Post. Your Italy contains none so accomplished a 
courtier to convince® the honour of my mistress ; if, in 
the holding or the loss of that, you term her frail. I do 
nothing doubt you have store of thieves ; notwithstand- 
ing I fear not my ring. 

Phi. Let us leave here, gentlemen. 

Post. Sir, with all my heart. Tliis worthy signior, 1 
thank him, makes no strsuiger of me ; we are familiar 
at first. 

lach. With five times so much conversation I should 
“ Cmvinee — owrcome. 
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get ground of your fair mistress : make her go back, 
even to the yielding ; had 1 admittance and opportunity 
to friend. 

Post. No, no. 

loch. I dare, thereuj)on, pawn the moiety of my estate 
to your ring; which, in my opinion, o'ervalues it some- 
thing : But 1 make my wager lather against your con- 
fidence than her reputation : and, to bar your offence here- 
in too, I durst attempt it against any lady in the world. 

Post. You are a great deal abused in too bold a per- 
suasion ; and I doubt not you sustain wiiut you ’re wor- 
thy of by your attempt. 

Jach. What’s that? 

Post A rejmlse : Though your attempt, as you call 
it, deserve more, — a ])unishment too. 

Phi. CTentlemen, enough of this : it came in too sud- 
denly ; let it die as it was born, and, I pray you, be 
lietter acquainted. 

lach. 'Would I had put my estate, and my neigh- 
bour’s, on the approbation of what I have sjioke. 

Post What lady would you choose to assail ? 

lack. Yours; whom in constancy you think stands 
so safe. 1 will lay you ten thousand ducats to your 
ring, that, commend me to the court where your lady 
is, with no more advantage than the opportunity of a 
second conference, and 1 will bring from thence that 
honour of hers which you imagine so reserved. 

Post I will wage against your gold, gold to it ; my 
ring 1 hold dear as my linger ; jHs part of it. 

Iac?i. You are a friend, apt! therein the wiser. If 
yon buy ladies’ flesh at a million a dram, you cannot 
preserve it from tainting •.''But, I see you have some 
religion in you, that you fear. 

l*ost This is but a custom in your tongue ; you liear 
a graver puqjose, 1 hope, 

lack. I am the master of my speeches ; and would 
undergo what ’s sjioken, I swear. 
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Post. Will you ? — I shall but lend my diamond till 
your return : — Let there be covenants drawn between us ; 
My mistress exceeds in goodness the hugeness of your 
unworthy thinking : I dare you to this match : here ’s 
my ring. 

Phi. I will have it no lay. 

luth. By the gods it is one : — If 1 bring you no suf- 
fitient testimony that I have enjoyed the dearest bodily 
])arl of your mistress, my ten tliousand ducats are yours ; 
w) is your diamond too. If I come otf, and leave her in 
sue! I honour as you have trust in, she your jewel, this 
yoin jewel, and my gold are yours : — provided 1 have 
youi commendation for my more free entertainment. 

Post. 1 embrace these conditions ; let us have articles 
betwixt us : — oidy, thus far you shall answer. If you 
make your voyage ii^kwi her, and give me directly to 
understand you have prevailed, I am no further your 
enemy : she is not worth our debate. If she remain 
uiiseduced, (you not making it appear otherwise,) for 
your dl opinion, and the assault you have made to her 
chastity, you shall answer me with your sword. 

lack. Your hand; a covenant: We will have these 
things set down by lawful counsel, and straight away 
for Britain; lest the bargain should catch cold, and 
starve. I will fetch my gold, and liave our two wagers 
recorded. 

Post. Agreed. ^Exeunt Post, and Iaoh. 

French. Will this hold, think you? 

Phu Signior lachimo will not from it. Pray, let us 
follow ’em. \Exeunt. 

SCENE VI. — Britain. A Room in Cymbeline’s 
Palace. 

Enter Queen, Ladies, and Cornelius. 

Queen. Whiles yet the dew ’s on ground, gather those 
flowers ; 
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Make haste : Who has the note of them ? 

1 Lady, I, madam. 

Queen. Despatch. [Exeunt Ladies. 

Now, master doctor, have you brought those drugs ? 

Cor. Pleaseth your highness, ay : here they are, 
madam : [Eresefitifiy a small box. 

But I beseech your grace, (without offence — 

My conscience bids me ask,) wherefore you have 
Commanded of me these most poisonous com^Munds, 
Wliich are tiie movers of a languishing deatli ; 

But, though slow, deadly? 

Queen. I wonder, doctor, 

Thou ask st me such a question : Have 1 not been 
Thy pupil long ? Hast thou not leam'd me how 
To make perfumes ? distil ? preserve ? yea, so, 

Tliat our great king himself doth woo me off 
For my confections ? Having tlms far proceeded, 
(Unless thou think’st me devilish,) is ’t not meet 
That I did amplify my judgment in 
Other conclusions?* 1 will try the forces 
Of these thy comjwunds on such creatures as 
We count not worth the hanging, (but none human,) 
To try the vigour of them, and apply 
Allayments to their act ; and by them gathei 
Their several virtues, and effects. 

Cor. Your highness 

Shall from this practice but make hard your heart : 
Besides, the seeing these effects will be 
Both noisome and infectious. 

Queen. O, content thee. 

Enter Pisanio. 


Here comes a flattering rascal ; upon him [Aside. 
Will I first work : he ’s for his master, 

And enemy to my son. — How now, Pisanio ? 

* Cync/iMioa#— experiments. 



SCENI Vl.J 


CYMBELINE. 


a 

DfH tor, \our service for this time is ended ; 

Take your own way. 

f;or. I do suspect you, madam ; 

But you shall do no harm. YAside. 

Queen. Hark thee, a word. — [To Pis. 

Cot 1 Aside.'] 1 do not like her. She dotli think she 
has 

Strani(o liugeriin? poisons : I do know her spirit, 

And wilt not trust one of her malice with 
A of sucii damn’d nature : Those she has 
Will stiipify and dull the sense awhile : 

Which first, peicliance, she'll prove on cats and dogs; 
Then afterward up higher ; hut there is 
No danger in what sliow of death it makes. 

More than the locking up the spirits a time. 

To lie more fresh, reviving. She is fool’d ^ 

With a most false effect ; and I the truer 
So to be false with her. 

Queen. No further service, doctor. 

Until 1 send for tliee. 

Cor. I humbly take my leave. [Exit. 

Queen. Weeps she still, say'st thou? Dost thou think 
in time 

She will not quench; and let instructions enter 
Wliere folly now jHissesses? Do thou woik : 

When thou shalt bring me word she loves my son, 

I ’ll tell thee, on the instant, thou art then 
As gieat as is thy master : greater ; for 
His fortunes all lie speechless, and his name 
Is at last gas}) : Return he cannot, nor 
Continue where he is : to shift his being 
Is to exchange one misery with anotlier ; 

And every day that comes, comes to decay 
A day's work in him : What shalt thou expect, 

To be depender on a thing that leans, — 

Who cannot be new built, nor has no friends, 

[The Queen drops a box : Pis. UiJces it up. 

\OL. VIII. D 
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So much as but to prop him ? — ^Thou tak’st up 
TIiou know'st not what ; but take it for thy labour : 

It is a thing I made, which hath the king 
Fire times redeem'd from deatli : I do not know 
What is more cordial : — jNay, I prithee, take it ; 

It is an earnest of a further ^'ood 

That I mean to thee. Tell thy mistress how 

The cabe stamls with her ; do ’t, as from tliyself. 

Think wliut a chance thou changest on ; but think 
Thou hast thy mistress still, — to boot, my son, 

Who shall take notice of thee ; 1 ’ll move the king 
To any shape of thy preferment, such 
As thou ’It desire ; and then myself, 1 chietly, 

That set thee on to this desert, am bound 
To load thy merit richly. Call my women : 

Think on my words. [Exit Pis.] — A sly and constant 
knave ; 

Not to lie shak’d : the agent for his master ; 

And the remembrancer of her, to hold 
The hand fast to her lord. — 1 have given him that, 
Which, li' he take, shall quite unpeople her 
Of liegers for her sweet ; and which she, after, 

Kxcejit she bend her humour, shall be assur’d 

lic-enter Pisan lo and Ladies. 

To taste of too. — So, so ; — well done, well done 
The violets, cowslips, and the primroses. 

Bear to my closet ; — Fare thee well, Pisanio ; 

Think on my words. [Exeunt Queen and Ladies. 

Pis. And shall do : 

But when to my good Iwd I prove untrue, 

I ’ll choke myself : tliere ’s all I ’ll do for you. [Exit, 

SCENE VII. — Amtiwr Room in the Palace. 
Enter Ihoqen. 

Imo. A father cruel, and a step-dame false ; 
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A fiK^lish suitor to a wedded lady, 

Tliat hath her iiusbaiid banish’d ; — O, that husband ! 
My supreme crown of grief! and those repeated 
V exatioiis of it ! Had J been thief-stolen, 

As my two brothers, happy I but most miserable 
Is the desire that ’s glorious ; Blessed lie those, 

How mean soe’er, that have their honest wills. 

Which seasons'^ cximfort. — Who may this be I Fye! 

FMter PisANio and Iachimo. 

Pn Madam, a noble gentleman of Rome, 

Come^ from my lord with letters. 

la<h. Change you, madam ? 

The worthy Leonatus is in safety, 

And greets your highness dearly. [Presents a letter, 
Imo. Thanks, good sir : 

You are kindly welcome. 

larh. All of her that is out of door, most rich ! [Aside. 
, If she be luruish’d with a mind so rare, 

She is alone the Arabian bird ; and 1 

Hai e lost the wager. Boldness be my friend ! 

Arm me, audacity, from head to foot ! 

Oi, like the Parthian, I shall flying flght; 

Ratlier, directly fly. 

Inut. “ He is one of the noblest note, to whose kind- 

nesses I am most intinitely tied. Reflect upon him accordingly, 
as you >alue your trust**——— “ Lkowatus/' 

So far I read aloud ; 

But even the very middle of my heart 

“ Seasons is a verb. Tlie mean have their honesty homely ills 
(opposed to the desire that ’s glorious ) — and that circumstance 
gi\es a relish to comfort. 

•* Trust. Imogen breaks off m reading the letter of Leonatus. 
That uhich i<t addressed tuher in the tenderness of affection is 
not “ read aloud." Unmindful of this, the passage has been 
altered into “ Reflect upon him accordingly, as jou value your 
truest Leonatus." Tlie signature u separated from the word 
kiu-h h.ia been changed to truest, by ihe passage which Imogen 
glances at in tliankful silence. 

D 2 
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li» warm'd by the rest, and takes it thankfully. 

You are as welcome, worthy sir, as I 
Have words to hid you ; and shall find it so 
In all that I can do. 

loch. Thanks, fairest lady. — 

What ! are men mad? Hath nature given them eyes 
To see this vaulted arch, and the rich crop 
Of sea and land, which can distinguish ’twixt 
The fiery orbs above, and the twinn'd stones 
Upon the number’d beaeh?® and can we not 
Partition make with spectacles so precious 
’Twixt fair and foul ? 

Imo. Wliat makes your admiration ? 

lack. It cannot be i’ the eye ; for apes and monkeys, 
*Twixt two such shcs, would chatter this way luid 
Contemn with mows the other: Nor i’the judgment ; 
For idiots, in this case of favour, would 
Be wisely definite: Nor i’ the appetite; 

Slutteiy, to such neat excellence oppos’d. 

Should make desire vomit emptiness, 

Not so allur’d to feed. 

hno. What is the matter, trow ? 
lack. The cloyed will, 

(That hatiate yet unsatisfied desire, 

That tub Ixitli fill’d and running,) ravening fir^l 
The lamb, Jongs after for the garage. 

Imo. What, dear sir. 

Thus rajis ^ you? Are you well ? 

lack. Thanks, madam; well: — ’Beseech you, sir, 
desire ['To Pisan lo. 

My man's abode where I did leave him : he 
Is strange and peevish. 

Pis. 1 was going, sir. 

To give him welcome. [Exit Pisanio. 

** The stones of the beach aie each so like the other that the 
epithet twim’d is appropriate. 

^ ^ps yon — transports you. 
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I mo Continues well my lord f His health, 'beseech 
you? 

lack. Well, madam. 

Imo. Is he dispos'd to mirth ? I ho[)e he is. 

Inch. Exceeding pleasant; none a stranger there 
So merry and so gamesome : lie is call'd 
The Union reveller. 

Imo When he was here 

He (lid incline to sadness; and oft-times 
Not knowing why. 

/uf h I never saw him sad. 

There Is a Frencliman hia companion, one 

An ('ininent monsieur, that, it seems, much loves 

A Crallian girl at home: he furnaces 

Tlie thick sighs from him ; whiles the jolly Briton 

(Your lord, I mean) laughs from 's free lungs, cries, “ 0 ! 

Can my sides hold, to think that man, — who knows, 

By history, refiorf, or his own proof, 

What woman is, yea, what she cannot choose 
But must he, — will liis fiee hours languish for 
Assured bondage?” 

Imo. Will my lord say so ? 

loch. Ay, madam ; with his eyes in flood witli 
laughter. 

It is a recreation to be by, 

And hear him mock the Frenchman : But, heavens know, 
Some men are much to Idame. 

hno. Not he, I hope. 

loch. Not he : But yet heaven's bounty towards him 
might 

Be us’d more thankfully. In himself, 't is much ; 

In you, — which I account his, lieyond all talents, — 
Whilst I am bound to wonder, 1 am bound 
To pity too, 

Imo. What do you pity, sir? 

/acA. Two creatures, heartily. 

Imo. Am I one, sir? 
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You look on me. What wreck discern ^ou in me 
Deserves your })ity ? 

liwh. Lamentable’ What! 

To hide me from the radiant sun, and solace 
1' the dungeon by a snuiV? 

Imo. I pray you, sir, 

Deliver with more openness your answers 
To my demands. Why do you pity me? 

Javh. That others do, 

1 was about to say, enjoy your- But 
It is an ofhee of the gods to venge it, 

Not mine to sjjeak on 't. 

Imo. You do seem to know 

Something of me, or what concerns me. ’Pray you, 
^iiice doubting things go ill often hurts more 
Tlian to be sure they do : For certainties 
Either are past remedies ; or, timely knowing. 

The lemedy then born,) discover to me 
What botii you spin and stop. 

lack. Had 1 this cheek, 

To bathe inj lips upon ; this hand, whose touch, 
Whose every touch, would force the feeler’s soul 
To tlie oath of loyalty ; this object, which 
Takes jirisoner tlie wild motion of mine eye, 

Fixing it only here : should 1 (damn’d then) 

Slaver with lips as common as tlie stairs 
That mount the Capitol : join gripes with hands 
Made hard with hourly falselio^ (falsehood, as 
With labour) ; then, by-peeping in an eye. 

Base and uiiliistrous as tlie smoky light 
That ’s fed with stinking tallow ; it were fit. 

That all the plagues of hell should at one time 
Encounter such revolt. 

Imo. My lord, 1 fear. 

Has forgot Biitain. 

loch. And himself. Not I, 

“ clandestinely [leepiuj;. 
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Inclin’d to this intelligence, pronounce 
The beggary of his change ; but ’t is your graces 
That, from my mutest conscience, to my tongue, 
Charms this report out 

Imo. Let me hear no more. 

I at h O dearest soul ! your cause doth strike my heart 
Witli nity, that dotli make me sick. A lady 
So fair, and fasten’d to an empery, 

W'ooM make ihe great’s! king double! To l)e yiartner’d 
With ♦(»mboys, hir’d with that self-exhibition 
Whirl! your own coffers yield! with diseas'd ventures, 
Tha+ play with all infirmities for gold 
Which rottenness can lend nature 1 such boil’d stuff, 

As well might jxiison poison ! Be reveng'd : 

Or she that bore you was no queen, and you 
Recoil trom your great stock. 

Imo. Reveng’d I 

How should I be reveng’d 1 If tliis be true, 

(As I have such a heart that both mine ears 
Must not in haste abuse,) if it lie true. 

How shall 1 be reveng’d ? 

Jack. Should he make me 

Live like Diana’s priest, betwixt cold sheets, 

Whiles he is vaulting variable ramps, 

In your despite, iqiori your purse ? Revenge it. 

I dedicate myself to your sweet pleasure ; 

More noble than that runagate to your ; 

And will continue fast to your afl’ection. 

Still close, as sure. 

I*no. What ho, Pisanio ! 

loch. Let me my service tender on your lips. 

Imo. Away !— I do condemn mine ears that have 
So long attended thee. — If thou wert honourable, 

Thou wouldst have told this tale for virtue not 
For such an end thou seek'st ; as base, as strange. 

Thou wrong’st a gentleman, who is as far 
From thy report, as thou from honour ; and 
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Solicit'st here a lady, tliat disdains 

Thee and the devil alike. — What, ho ! Pisanio ! — 

Tlie king my fatiier shall be made acquainted 
Of thy assault ; if he shall think il fit, 

A saucy stranger, in his court, to mart 
As in a Romish stew, and to expound 
His beastly mind to us ; he hath a court 
He little cares for, and a daughter whom 
He not respects at all. — What ho, Pisanio ! 

Ituh. O happy Leonatus! 1 may say : 

The Cl edit that thy lady hath of thee 

Deserves thy trust ; and thy most |K*rfect goodness 

Her assur’d credit ! — Blessed live you long I 

A latly to the worthiest sir, that ever 

Country call’d his ! and you bis mistress, only 

For the most worthiest fit ! Give me your pardon. 

1 have 8]K)ke this, to know if your affiance 
Were deejdy rooted ; and shall make your lord 
That which he is, new o'er : And he is one 
The truest manner’d j such a holy witch. 

That he enchants societies unto him : 

Half all men’s hearts are his. 

hno. You make amends 

loch. He sits ’mongsf men, like a descended i>( d : 
He hath a kind of honour sets him off. 

More than a mortal seeming. Be not angry, 

Most mighty princess, that 1 have adventur’d 
To try your taking, a false re}K)rt which liath 
Hononi'd with confirmation your great judgment 
In the election of a sir so rare, 

Which you know, cannot err : The love I liear him 
Made me to fan you tlius ; but the gods made you, 
Unlike all others, chaflless. Pray, your pardon. 

Imo. All ’s well, sir : Take my power i’ the court for 
yours. 

lack. My humble thanks. I had almost forgot 
To entreat your grace but in a small request, 
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Your lord ; myself, and otliei noble friends, 

Are partners in the business. 

Jmo. l**“ay, what is ’t ? 

lack. Some dozen Romans of us, and your lord, 
(The best feather of our wing,) have mingled sums, 

To buy a piesent for tlie em|)eror ; 

Wliicli I, the factor for the rest, have done 
In Fnuice : T is plate, of rare device ; and jewels. 

Of rich and exquisite form ; their values great ; 

And I am something curious, being strange, 

To iia\ e them in safe stowage. May it please you 
To take them in piotecrion? 

I?nu Willingly; 

And pawn mine honour for their safety : since 
My loiil hath interest in them, I will keep them 
In my tied-cliamber. 

Jack. They are in a trunk, 

Attended by my men ; 1 will make bold 
To send them to you, only for this night. 

I must aboard to-morrow. 

Jfno. O, no, no. 

loch. Yes, I beseech; or I shall short my word. 

By leiigtirning my return. From Gallia 
1 cross'd the seas on purpose, and on promise 
To see your grace. 

Imo. I thank you for your pains ; 

But not away to-morrow 1 

lack. O, I miut, madam : 

Therefore, I shall beseech you, if you please 
To greet your lord with writing, do 't to-night ; 

I liave outstuod my time ; which is material 
To the tender of our present. 

Jmo. I will write. 

Send your trunk to me ; it shall safe be kept, 

And truly yielded you : You are very welcome. 

[Exeirnt, 
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ACT II. 

SCENE I. — Court before Cymbeline ’5 Palace. 

Enter Clotbn and Two Lords. 

Clo. Was there ever man had such luck! when I 
kissed the jack, ujwu an up-cast to he hit away I 1 
had a hundred pound on ’t : And then a whoreson jack- 
anapes must take me up for swearing; as if I borrowed 
mine oaths of him, and might not spend them at my 
pleasure. 

1 Lord. What got he by that ? You have broke his 
pate with your bowl. 

2 Lord. If his wit had been like him that broke it, 

it would have ran all out. [Aside. 

Clo. When a gentleman is disposed to swear, it is 
not for any standers-by to curtail his oaths : Ha ? 

2 Lord. No, my lord ; nor [Aside.'] crop the ears of 
them. 

Clo. Whoreson dog ! — I give him satisfaction ? 
’Would he had been one of my rank! 

2 Lord. To have smelt like a fool. [ Aside. 

Clo. 1 am not vexed more at any thing in the earth, 
— A pox on ’t ! I had rather not bis so noble as I am. 
They dare not fight with me, because of the queen my 
mother : every jack-slave bath his belly full of fighting, 
and I must go up aAd down like a cock that nobody 
can match. 

2 Lord. You are cock and capon too ; and you crow, 
cock, with your comb on. [Aside. 

Clo. Sayest tliou 1 

I Lord. It is not fit your lordship should undertake 
every companion" that you give offence to. 

" Companion is used here, and in other passages of Shakspere. 
in the some sense se fellow is at present. 
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Clo. No, I know that : hut it 10 fit 1 should commit 
odeiice to my inferiors. 

2 Lord. Ay, if is fit for your lordship only. 

Clo. Why, so 1 say. 

1 J^ord. i)id you hear of a stranger that 's come to 
ouuit nwiight ? 

( ( 0 . A stranger ! and 1 not know on *t ! « 

2 F.ord lie B a strange fellow himself, and knows it 

not [Aside. 

1 J.ord. There ’s an Italian come ; and, 't is thought, 
one ot Leonatus’ friends. 

('h Leonatus! a banished rascal; and he's another, 
wliatsoever lie be. Wlio told you of this stranger! 

1 Loid. One of your lordship's pages. 

('In Is it tit 1 went to look upon him ! Is there no 
derogatu)!! in 't ! 

1 Lord. You cannot derogate, my lord. 

( 7o. Not easily, I think. 

2 Lord. You are a fool granted ; therefore your issues, 

being foolish, do not derogate. \Aside. 

Clo. Come, I’ll go see this Italian: What I have 
lost to-day at bowls I '11 win to-night of him. Come, go. 

2 Lord. 1 *11 attend your lordship. 

[Exeunt Cloten and first Lord. 
Tliat such a crafty devil as is his mother 
Should yield the world this ass ! a woman, that 
Bears all down with her brain ; and this her son 
Cannot take two from twenty for his heart, 

And leave eighteen. Alas, poor princess, 

Thou divine Imogen, what thou endur'st! 

Betwixt a father by thy stejMiame govern'd ; 

A mother hourly coining plots; a wooer, 

More hateful than the foul expulsion is 

Of thy dear husband. From that horrid act 

Of the divorce he 'd make, the heavens hold firm 

Tlie walls of thy dear honour; keep unshak’d 

That temple, thy fair mind ; that thou may’st stand. 

To enjoy thy banish'd lord, and this great land ! [Exit. 
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SCENE II. — A Bed-Chamber; in one part of it a 
Trunk. 

luooBN reading in her bed; a Lady attending. 
Imo. Who’s there? my woman Helen? 

Lady. Please yon, madam. 

Iryo. What hour is it ? 

Lady. Almost, midnight, madam. 

Imo. I have read three hours then : mine eyes are 
weak : 

Fold down the leaf where I have left : To bed : 

Take not away the tajter, leave it burning ; 

And if thou canst awake by four o’ the clock, 

1 prithee, call me. Sleep liatli seia’d me wholly. 

[Exit Lady. 

To your protection I commend me, gods ! 

From fairies, and the tempters of the night. 

Guard me, beseech ye ! [Sle^s. lACH.,/rom the trrmh. 

loch, Tlie crickets sing, and man’s o'er-labour’d sense 
Repairs itself by rest : Our Tarquiii thus 
Did softly press the rushes, ere he waken'd 
The chastity he wounded. — Cytherea, 

How bravely thou becom’st thy bed I fresh lily ! 

And whiter than the sheets ! 'That I might tom 0 ’ 

But kiss ; one kiss ! — Rubies unparagon’d, 

How dearly they do ’t. — ’T is her breathing that 
Perfumes the chamber thus : The flame o’ the taper 
Bows toward her ; and would under>peep her lids. 

To see the enclosed lights, now canopied 
Under these windows, white and azure, lac’d 
With blue of heaven’s own tinct — But my design. 

To note the chamber, I will write all down : 

Such and such pictures ; — ^There the window : Such 
The adornment of her bed : — ^The arras, figures,* 

* M. Mason would read “the arras'flgures but Tachimo 
•iilisequently describes, not only the figures of the arras, but its 
particular qualiiy — 

“ Tapestry of silk and slher , the storj 
Pioud Cleonatra," &c. , 
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Wliy, such, and such ; — And the contents o’ the story. 
Ah, but some natural notes about her body 
Above ten tho<isaiid meaner moveables 
Would testify, to enrich mine inventory. 

O thou ape of death, he dull upon her ! 

And he her sense but as a monument, 

Thus Hi a chapel lying ! — Come off, come off ; 

[ Taking off her bracelet. 
As slipjiprA, iiM the Gonhan knot was hard! 

'T IS mine ; and this will witness outwardly, 

As stionifly as the conscience does within, 

To the madding of her lord. On her left breast 
A mole cin(|ue-s]x)tted, like the crimson drops 
r the h(/ttom of a cowslip. Here ’s a voucher, 

Stronger dian ever law could make : this secret 
Will force him think I have pick’d the lock, and ta en 
Tlie treasure of lier tioiiour. No more. — To what end V 
Why should I write this down, that ’s riveted, 

Screw'd to my memory ? She hath been reading late 
Tlie tale of Tereus ; here the leaf ’s turn'd down 
Where Philomel gave up ; — 1 have enough : 

To the trunk again, and shut the spring of it. 

Swift, swift, you dragons of the night, that dawning 
May bare the raven's eye I lodge in fear ; 

Though this a heavenly angel, hell is here. 

[^Ulock strikes. 

One, two, three, — Time, time! 

[Goes into the trunk. The scene closes. 

SCENE HI. — Without the Palace^ under Imogen's 
Apartment. 

Enter Clotkn and Lords. 

1 Lord. Your lordship is the most patient man in loss, 
the most coldest that ever turned up ace. 

“ To hare the raven's eye, i» to ojwn the raven’s eye — the e\e 
of one of the eiii best- waking and the quickest-Bceiug of bird**. 
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Clo. It would make any man cold to lose. 

1 Lord. But not every man patient after the noble 
temper of your lordship. You are most hot and furious 
when you win. 

Clo. Winning will put any man into courage. If I 
could get this foolish Imogen, I should have gold enough. 
It *8 almost morning, is 't not ? 

1 Lord. Day, my lord. 

Clo. I would this music would come: I am ad- 
vised to give her music o’ mornings ; they say it will 
penetrate. 

Enter Musicians. 

Come on ; tune. If you can penetrate her with your 
fingering, so ; we ’ll try with tongue too : if none will 
do, let her remain ; but I ’ll never give o’er. First, a 
very excellent good-conceited thing ; after, a wonderful 
sweet air, with admirable rich words to it, — and then let 
her consider. 


SONG. 

Hark I hark I the lark at heavea’s gate sings, 

And PliGBbus ’gins arise. 

His stf'eds to y* ater at those springs 
On chalic’d flowers that lies ; 

And winking Mary-buds begin to ope their golden eyes 
"With everything that pretty is® — My Indy sweet, an^e 
Arise, arise. 

So, get you gone. If tliis jienetrate, I will consider your 
music the lietter : if it do not, it is a voice in her ears, 
which horse-hairs and calvc^’-guts, nor the voice of un- 
paved eunuch to boot, can never amend. 

[^Exeunt Musicians. 

■ Hanmer changed this to fttn— a pretty word. But is occurs 
in the folio. We print the lines as they are printed in that edi 
tion ; by which, in all probability, a different Xme of the axr 
was indicated — a more rapid movement. 



SCENB III.3 CYMBELINE. St 

Entfr Cymbblinb and Qubbm. 

2 Lord. Here comes the king. 

Clo. 1 am glad I was up so late ; for that 's the reason 
1 was up so early. He cannot choose but take this ser^ 
vice I have done, fatherly. Good morrow to your mi^ 
jest } , and to my gracious mother. 

Cym. Atterwl you here the door of our stem daughter) 
Will she not forth) 

r/o I have assailed her with musics, but she vouch- 
safes no notice. 

Cym. The exile of her minion is too new ; 

Sl»e hath nut yet forgot him : some more time 
Must wear the print of his remembrance out, 

Ami then slie ’g yours. 

iluA.in. You are most bound to the king, 

Who lots go by no vantages that may 
Piefer )<»ii to his daughter. Frame yourself 
To orderly solicits; and, befriended 
With aptness of the season, make denials 
Increase your services ; so seem, us if 
You were inspir'd to do those duties wliich 
You tender to her, that you in all obey her, 

Save when command to your dismission tends, 

And therein you are senseless. 

( 'lo. Senseless f not so. 

Enter a Messenger. 

Mess. So like you, sir, ambassadors from Rome ; 

Tlie one is Caius Lucius. 

Cym. A worthy fellow, 

Albeit he comes on angry purpose now; 

But that 's no fault of his ; We must receive him 
According to the honour of his sender ; 

And towards himself, his goodness forespent on us, 

We must extend our notice. Our dear son, 

When you liave given good morning to your mistress, 
Attend the ipiecn and us ; we shall have need 
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To employ you towards this Roman. — Come, our queen. 

[Exeunt Cym., Queen, Lords, and Mess. 
Clo. If she be up, I ’ll speak with her ; if not. 

Let her lie still and dream. — By your leave, ho ! — 

[Knocks. 

1 know her women are about her. What 

If 1 do line one of their hands? ’T is gold 

Which buys admittance ; oft it doth ; yea, and makes 

Diana’s rangers false* themselves, yield up 

Their deer to the stand o’ the stealer ; and ’t is gold 

Which makes the true man kill’d, and saves the thief ; 

Kay, sometime, hangs Lxith thief and true man : What 

Can it not do, and undo? I will make 

One of her women lawyer to me ; for 

1 yet not understand tlie case myself. 

By your leave. [Knocks. 

Enter a Lady. 

Lady. Who ’s there that knocks ? 

CU). A gentleman. 

Lady. No more ? 

Clo. Yes, and a gentlewoman’s son. 

Lady. That ’s more 

Tlian some, whose tailors are as dear as yours, 

Can justly boast of : What ’g your lordship’s pleafun ? 
Clo. Your lady’s person ; Is she ready ? 

Lady. Ay, 

To keep her chamber. 

Clo. There is gold for you ; sell me your good report. 
Lady. How ! my good name ? or to report of you 
Wliat I shall think is good ? — The princess — 

Enter Imogen. 

Clo. Good-morrow, fairest ; sister, your sweet hand. 
Imo. GhxKi-morrow, sir : You lay out too much pains 
For purchasing but trouble : the thanks I give 

* Fnhe is liere used as a verb. See Note in ‘ The Comedy >f 
Errurs>’ Act 11. Sc. i. 
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I» telling you that I am poor of thanks, 

And scarce con spare them. 

Ch, Still, 1 swear I love you. 

Jmo. If you hut said so *t were as deep with me : 

If you swear still, your recompence is still 
That I regard it not. 

do. This is no answer. 

Imo. But that you shall not say I yield, being silent, 
1 would not 8|)eak. I pray you, spare me : i* faith, 

I shall unfold equal discourtesy 

To yum best kindm'ss ; one of your great knowing 

Should learn, being taught, forbearance. 

do. To leave you in your madness, *t were my : 
1 will not. 

Lm. Fools are nut mad folks. 

do. Do you call me fool ? 

Into. As I am m id, I do : 

If you ’ll be patient, 1 ’ll no more be mad ; 

That cures us iMith. I am much sorry, sir. 

You put me to forget a lady’s manners. 

By being so verbal ; * and learn now, for all, 

That I, which know my heart, do here pronounce, 

By the very truth of it, I care not for you ; 

And am so near the lack of charity, 

(To accuse myself,) I hate you ; which 1 had rather 
You felt, than make ’t my Iwast. 

do. You sin against 

Obedience, which you owe your father. For 
Tae contract you pretend with that base wretch, 

(One bred of alms, and foster’d with cold dishes, 

With scraps o’ the court,) it is no contract, none : 

And tliough it be allow'd in meaner parties, 

TYet who than he more mean ?) to knit their souls 
(On whom there is no more dependency 

^ .So wrbcU. Imogen has been parrying her strange admirer ; 
but she now resolves to plainly— to be «cr6flA— *nd thus to 

forget a lady’s manners. 

VOL. Vlll. S 
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But bratg and beggary) in self-figur'd knot, 

Yet you arc curb’d from that enlargement by 
Tl»e consequence o’ the crown ; and must not soil 
The precious note of it with a i)a8e slave, 

A hilding for a livery, a squire’s cloth, 

A pantler, not so eminent. 

hno. Profane fellow ! 

Werl thou the son of Jupiter, and no more 
But what thou art besides, thou wert too Imse 
To be liis groom : tliou wert dignified enough, 

Even to tl«3 point of envy, if ’t were made 
Comparative for your viitues, to be styl’d 
The undei-liangman of his kingdom ; and hated 
For being preferr’d so well. 

Clo. Tiie south-fog rot him I 

Imo. He never can meet more mischance than come 
To be but nam'd of thee. His meanest garment, 

That ever hatii but clipp’d his body, is dearer. 

In my respect, thim all the hairs above thee, 

Weie they all made such men. — How now, Pisanio? 

Enter Pisanio. 

Clo. His garment ? Now, the devil — 

bm. To Dorothy my woman hie thee presently ; — 

Clo. His garment ? 

Imo. I am sprighted with a fool ; 

Frighted, and anger’d worse : — -*00, bid my woman 
Search for a jewel, that too pasually 
Hath left mine arm ; it was thy master’s : ’shrew me, 
If I would lose it for a lerenue 
Of any king’s in Kuro^. I do think 
I saw ’t this morning : confident I am 
Last night ’t was on mine arm ; 1 kiss'd it : 

I hope it be not gone, to tell my lord 
That 1 kiss aught but be. 

Pis. ’T will not be lost. 

Imo. I hope so : go and searcli. [Exit Pis. 
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do. You have abus'd me : — 

His meanest garment ? 

hm. Ay ; I said so, sir. 

If you will make 't an action call witness to 't. 

Clo, I will inform your father. 

hm. Your mother too : 

She ’s my good lady ;* and will conceive, I hope, 

But tlie worst of me. So I leave you, sir. 

To the worst of discontent. [Exit. 

do. I ’ll l>e reveng'd : — 

His meanest garment? — Well. [Exit. 

SCENF. IV. — Rome. An Apartment in Philario’s 
Uouse. 

Enter Postiiumijs and Philario. 

Post Fear it not, sir; I would I were so sure 
To win the king, as I am bold her honour 
Will remain hers. 

Phi. What means do you make to him? 

Post. Not any ; hut abide the ch.uige of time ; 
Quake in tlie present winter’s state, and wish 
That warmer days would eouie : In these sear’d hopes, 
I barely gratify your love; they failing, 

1 must die much your <lpbtor. 

Phi. Your very goodness, and your comjMiny, 
O'erpays all I can do. By this, your king 
Hath heard of great Augustus : Caius Lucius 
Will do his commission throughly ; And, I think. 

He ’ll grant the tribute, send the arrearages. 

Or look upon our Romans, whose remembrance 
Is yet fresh in their grief. 

Post. I do believe, 

(Statist though I am none, nor like to be,) 

® Shp ’s my good lady. Tiiis phrase is used ironically. To 
“ stand my good lord,’* is— to be my good friend. 

E 2 
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Tliat this will prove a war ; and yon shall hear 
The legions, now in Gallia, sooner landed 
In our not'fearing Biitain, than have tidings 
Of any penny tribute jwiid. Our countrymen 
Are men more order’d, than when Julius Cajsar 
Smil'd at their lack of skill, but found their courage 
Worthy his frowning at : Their discipline 
(Now mingled with their courages) will make known 
To their aiiprovcrs, they are people such 
That mend upon the world. 

Enter Iachimo. 

Phi, See ! Iachimo ! 

Post. The swiftest harts have posted yon by land : 
And winds of all the corners kiss’d your sails, 

To make your vessel nimble. 

Phi. Welcome, sir. 

Post. I hope the briefness of your answer made 
The speediness of your return. 

lach. Your lady 

Ts one of the fairest that I have locA’d upon. 

Post. And therewithal the best : or let her beai ty 
Look through a casement to allure false hearts, 

And be false with tliem. 

lach. Heie are letters for you. 

Po.^t. Tlieir tenour good, I trust. 
lack. 'T is very like. 

Phi. Was Gaius Lucius in the Britain court, 
When you were there ? 

lach. He was expected then, 

But not approach’d. 

post. All is well yet. 

Sparkles this stone as it was wont? or is ’t not 
Too dull for your good wearing? 

lach. If I have lost it, 

1 should liave lost the woilh of it in gold. 

I ’ll make a journey twice as far, to enjoy 
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A second night of such sweet shortness, which 
Was mine in Britain ; for the ring is won. 

Post. The stone ’s too hard to come by. 
lack. Not a whit, 

Youi lady being so easy. 

Po^t. Make not, sir, 

Your loss your sport : 1 hope you know that we 
Must nut continue friends. 

Tftvh. Good sir, we must, 

If you keep covenant : Had I not brought 
The knowledge of your mistiess home, 1 grant 
We weie to (juestion further: but I now 
Profess myself the winner of her honour, 

Togetlici with your ling; and not the wronger 
Of her, or you, having proceeded but 
By both your wills. 

Post. If you can make ’t apparent 

Tliat you have tasted her in bed, my hand. 

And ring, is yours : If not, the foul opinion 
You had of her pure honour gains, or loses, 

Your sword, or mine ; or masteiless leaves both 
To who shall find tliem. 

loch. Sir, my circumstances 

Being so near the trutli as 1 will make them, 

Must first induce you to believe : whose strength 
I will confirm with oath; which, I doubt not, 

You ’ll give me leave to spare, when you shall find 
You need it not. 

Post. Proceed. 

loch. First, her bed-chamber, 

(Wlieie, I confess, I slept not ; but profess, 

Had that was well worth watching,) it was bang’d 
With tapestry of silk and silver ; the story 
Proud Cleopatra, when she met her Roman, 

And Cydnus swell’d above the banks, or for 
The press of boats, or piide : A piece of work 
So bravely done, so rich, that it did strive 



46 


CYMBELINE. 


[Act II. 


In workmanship, and value ; which I wonder’d, 

Could be 80 rarely and exactly wrought, 

Since the true life on ’t was — 

Post. This is true ; 

And this you might have heard of here, i>y me, 

Or by some other. 

laeh. More particulars 

Must justify my knowledge. 

Post. So they must, 

Or do your honour injury. 

lack. The chimney 

Is south the chamber ; and tlie chimney-piece. 

Chaste Diun, bathing : never saw I figures 
So likely to report themselves : the cutter 
Was as another nature,- dumb ; outwent her, 

Motion and breath left out. 

Post. This is a thing 

Which you might from relation likewise reap ; 

Being, as it is. much spoke of. 

lack Tl)e n)of o’ the chamber 

With golden cherubins is fretted : Her andirons 
(1 had Ibigot them) were two winking Cupids 
Of silver, each on one foot standing, nicely 
Depending on their brands. 

Post. This is her honour ! — 

Let it be granted you have seen all this, (and praise 
Be given to your remembrance,) the desciiptioii 
Of what is in her chamber nothing saves 
Tlie wager you have laid. 

loch. Then, if you can [Pulling out the bracelet. 
Be pale, I beg but leave to air this jewel : See ! — 

And now ’t is up again : It must be married 
To that your diamond ; I ’ll keep them. 

Post. Jove ! 

Once more let me behold it : Is it that 
Which I left with her ? 
lack. Sir, (I thank her,) that : 



SoEtrc IV.] 


CYMBELINE. 


47 


She stripp’d it from her arm ; I see her yet ; 

Her pretty action did outsell her gift^ 

And yet enrich’d it too : She gave it me, and said 
She priz’d it once. 

Post. May be she pluck’d it off, 

To send it me. 

lack. She writes so to you ? doth she ? 

Post O, no, no, no ; ’t is true. Here, take tliis too ; 

[Gwes the ring. 

It is a iNisilisk unto mine eye, 

Kills me to look on ’t : — Let there be no honour 
Where there is beauty ; truth, where semblance; love, 
Where there ’s another man : The vows of women 
Of no more bondage he to where they are made, 

Than they are to their virtues ; which is iiotliing : — 

0, above measure false ! 

Phi. Have patience, sir, 

And take your ring again ; ’t is not yet won : 

It may be probable she lost it ; or, 

Who knows if one of her women, being corrupted, 

Hath stolen it from lier “i# 

Post. Very true ; 

And so I liope he came by ’t ; — Back my ring ; — 
Render to me some corporal sign about her. 

More evident than this ; for this was stolen. 

Jack. By Jupiter, I had it from her arm. 

Post. Hark you, he sweare ; by Jupiter he swears. 

’T is true ; — nay, keep the ring — ’t is true, I am sure 
She would not lose it : her attendants are 
All sworn, and honourable : — They induc’d to steal 
it! 

And by a stranger ! — No, he hath enjoy’d her : 

The cognizance of her incontinency 
Is this, — she hath bought tliename of whore tlms dearly. 
There, take tliy hire ; and all the fiends of hell 
Divide themselves between you ! 

Phi. Sir, be patient ! 
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This is not strong enough to be believ’d 
Of one persuaded well of— 

Poit. Never talk on ’t ; 

She hath been colted by him. 

loch. If you seek 

For fiuther satisfying, under her breast 
(Worthy the pressing) lies a mole, right proud 
Of that most delicate lodging : By my life, 

I kiss’d it ; and it gave me present hunger 
To feed again, though full. You do remember 
This stain upon her? 

Post. Ay, and it doth confirm 

Another stain, as big as hell can hold, 

Were there no more but it. 

loch. Will you hear more ? 

Post. Spare your arithmetic : ne\er count the turns; 
Once, and a million ! 

loch, 1 ’ll be sworn, — 

Post. No swearing. 

If you will swear you have not done ’t, you lie ; 

Arid 1 will kill lliee, if thou dost deny 
Thou hast made me cuckold. 

loch. I 'll deny nothing. 

Post. O, that I had her here, to tear lier limb-meal ! 
1 will go tliere, and do ’t ; i’ the court ; before 
Her father : — I 'll do something — [Exit 

Phi. Quite besides 

The government of patience ! — You liavc won : 

Let ’s follow him, and pervert “ the present wrath 
He hath against himself. 

loch. With all my heart, [Exeunt, 

SCENE V. — The same. Another Room in the same. 
Enter Posthumus. 

Post. Is there no way for men to be, but women 
VerveTt—tox avert. 
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Must be half-\vorkers ? We are all bastads ; 

And that most venerable man, which I 
Did call my father, was 1 know not where 
When I was stamp'd ; some coiner with his tools 
Made me a counterfeit : Yet my mol her seem'd 
The Dian of that time : so doth my wife 
The nonpaieil of this. — 0 vengeance, vengeance ! 

Me of my lawful pleasure she restrain'd, 

And pray'd me, oft, forbearance : did it with 
A pudency so rosy, the sweet view on 't 
Might well liave waim'd old Saturn ; tliat I thought her 
As chajjte as uiibunn’d snow : — 0, all the devils !— 

This yellow lacliimo, in an hour, — was ’t not ? — 

Or less,— at first : Perchance he spoke not; but, 

Like a full-aconi'd boar, a Geiman one, 

Cry'd, oh ! and mounted : found no opposition 
But what he look'd for should op^Mise, and she 
Should fioin encounter guard. Could I find out 
The woman's part in me ! For tliere 's no motion 
That tends to vice in man, but 1 affirm 
It is the woman's part : Be It lying, note it. 

The woman’s ; flattering, heis ; deceiving, hers ; 

Lust and rank thoughts, hers, hers ; re\ enges, liers ; 
Ambitions, co\eting8, change of prides, disdain, 

Nice longings, slanders, mutability, 

All faults that may be nam’d, nay, that bell knows, 
Why, liers, in part or all; but lathcr, all : 

For ev’n to vice 

They aie not constant, Imt are changing still 
One vice but of a minute old, for one 
Not half so old as that. I '11 write against them, 
Detest them, cuise tliem : — Yet 't is greater skill 
In a true hate, to pray they have their will : 

The very devils cannot plague them belter. [Exit, 
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ACT III. 

SCENE I. — Britain. A Room of State in Cym- 
beline’s Palace. 

Ent&r Cymbej.ine, QueeN) Ci.otbk, and Lords, at 

mie door ; arut at another^ Caius Lucius and At- 

tendants. 

Cym. Now say, what would Augustus Cafesar with 
us? 

Luc. When Julius CsDsar (whose remembrance yet 
Lives in mens eyes ; and will to ears and tongues 
Be theme and hearing ever) was in this Britain^ 

And conquer’d it, Cassibelan, thine uncle, 

(Famous in Caesar’s praises, no wliit less 
Than in his feats deserving it,) for him, 

And his succession, granted Rome a tribute, 

Yearly three thousand pounds; which by thee lately 
Is left untender’d. 

Queen. And, to kill the marvel, 

Shall be so ever. 

Clo. There be many Caesars, 

Ere such another Julius. Britain is 
A world by itself; and we will nothing pay 
For wearing our own noses. 

Queen. That opportunity. 

Which then they had to take from us, to resume 
We have again. — Remember, sir, my liege, 

The kings your ancestors ; together with 
The natural bravery of your isle, which stands 
As Neptune's park, ribbed and paled in 
With rocks unscaleable, and roaring waters ; 

With sands that will not bear your enemies' boats, 

But suck them up to the topmast. A kind of conquest 
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Caesar made here ; but made not here his brag 
Of came, and saw, and overcame : with shame 
^he first that ever touch’d him) he was carried 
From off our coast, twice l)eaten; and his shipping 
(Poor ignorant baubles !) on our terrible seas, 

Like egg-shells mov’d umn their surges, crack’d 
As easily ’gainst our rocks : For joy whereof, 

Tlie fam'd Cassibelau, who wats once at point 
(O, giglot ^ fortune !) to master Caesar’s sword, 

Made Lud’s town with rejoicing fires blight, 

And Billons strut with courage. 

Clo. Come, there ’s no more tribute to be paid : Our 
kingdom is stronger than it was at that time ; and, as I 
said, tliere is no more such Caesars : other of them may 
have crooked noses; but to owe such straight arms, 
none. 

Ci/m. Son, let your mother end. 

Clo. We have yet many among us can gripe os hard 
as Cossibelan : I do not say 1 am one ; but 1 have a 
hand. — Why tribute? why should we pay tribute? If 
Caesar can hide the sun from us with a blanket, or put 
the moon in his jKicket, we will pay liim tiibute for 
light ; else, sir, no more tribute, pray you now. 

Cym. You must know, 

Till the injurious Romans did extort 
This tribute from us, we were free : Cmsar’s ambition, 
(Win cl I swell 'd so much that it did almost stietcli 
The sides o’ the world,) against all colour, here 
Did put the yoke upon us; which to shake off 
Becomes a warlike jieople, whom we reckon 
Ourselves to be. We do say then to Cxsar, 

Our ancestor was that Mulmutius, which 
Ordain’d our laws ; (whose use the sword of Cmsar 

* GigUtt. The terra may be explained by its application to 
Joan of Arc, in the First Fart of ‘ Henry VI.’ — 

“ Young Talbot was not horn 
To be tlie pillage of n giglot wench.” 
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Hath too much mangled ; whose lepair and franchise 
Shall, by the power we hold, Imj our good deed, 

Though Rome be tlierefoie angry;) Mulmutius made 
our laws, 

Who was the first of Biitain whi'di did put 
His bmws within a golden crown, and call’d 
Himself a king. 

Luc, I am soiry, Cymbeline, 

That 1 am to pronounce Augustus Ctt'sar 
fCaosar tliat hath more kings his 8er\ant8 than 
Thyself ilornestic officers) thine enemy : 

Receive it from me, tlien : — War, and confusion, 

In Cteaar's name pionounce I ’gainst thee: look 
For fury not to be resisted : — Thus defied, 

I tliank tliee for niyaclf. 

Cym, Thou art welcome, Caius. 

Thy Cicsar knighted me; my youth I spent 
Much under him ; of him I gather’d honour; 

Which lie to seek of me again, perforce. 

Behoves me keej) at utterance.® I am perfect'* 

That the Pannonians and Dalmatians, for 
Their libeities, aie now in aims: a precedent 
Wliicli not to lead would show the Britons cold : 

So C^sar shall not find them. 

Luc. Let proof sjieak. 

Clo. His majesty bids you welcome. Make pastime 
with us a ilay, or two, or longer : If you seek us after- 
wards in other terms, you shall find us in our salWater 
girdle : if you beat us out of it, it is youis ; if you fall 
in the adventure, our crows shall faie the better for 
you ; and there ’s an end. 

Lmc. So, sir. 

Cym. I know your master’s pleasure, and he mine : 
All the remain is, welcome. \Exeunt. 

^ Vttei ance. To ilglit at utterance is to Tight w ithout quarter 
—to the fieatli ; tlie Fi euch— Com&at a ovXrance. 

•* assuied. 
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SCENE II. — Another Room in the Palace. 

Enter Pisanio, reading a Letter. 

Pis. How ! of adultery ? Wherefore wrile you not 
What monster s her accuser?— Leonat us ! 

0, master ! what a strange infection 
Is fallen into tliy ear ! What false Italian 
(As iwUonouB tongued as handed) hath prevail’d 
On thy too ready hearing? — Disloyal? No : 

She ’s punish’d for her truth ; and undergoes, 

More goddess-like than wife-like, such assaults 
As would take in some virtue.— O, my master I 
Thy mind to her is now as low as were 
Thy fortunes. — How ! that I should miirther her ? 

Uj)on the love, and truth, and vows, which I 
Have made to thy command? — I, lier? — her blood? 

If it be so to do good service, never 

Let me be counted serviceable. How look I, 

That 1 should seem to lack humanity 
So much as this fact comes to? — Do 't: The letter 
That I have sent her, by her own command 
Shall give thee opportunity : — O damn'd paper ! 

Black as the ink that 's on thee ! Senseless bauble, 

Art thou a feodary® for lliis act, and look’st 
So virgin-like without? Lo, iiere she comes. 

Enter Imogen. 

I am ignorant in what I am commanded, 

Imo. How now, Pisanio ? 

Pis. Madam, liere is a letter from my lord. 

Imo. Who? thy lord? that is my lord? Leonatus? 
O, learn’d imleed were that astronomer 
That knew the stars as I his characters; 

He ’d lay the future open — You good gods. 

Let what is here contain'd relish of love, 

Feodary — feudary. The feudal vnml nnd the emnnvum 
were each meant by the same y/oxA-^fere—feudary^feodart/. 
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Of my lord’s health, of his content, — yet not, 

That we two are asunder, let that grieve him, — 

(Some griefs are med’cinable ; that is one of them, 

For it doth physic love ) — of his content. 

All but in that ! — Good wax, thy leave ; — Bless ’d be 
You bees tliat make these locks of counsel ! Lovers, 
And men in dangerous bonds, piay not alike ; 

Though forfeiters you cast in prison, yet 

You clasp young Cupid's tables. — Good news, gods ’ 

\_Iteads, 

“ Jnsticp, aad your falher’a wratti, should he take me in his 
duminioii, could uut be so cruel to me, au you. O the dearest of 
creatures, \\oiild even renew me with your eyes. Take notice 
that I am m Cambria, at Milford-Huven ■ What your own love 
will out of this adiise you, follow. So, he wishes you all hap- 
piness, that lemains loyal to his\ow.and your, increasing in 
love, “ Leonatus PosmuMUs.” 

O, for a horse with wings ! — Hear'st tliou, Pisanio ? 

He is at Milford-Haven : Read, and tell me 
How far ’t is thither. If one of mean affairs 
May plod it in a week, why may not I 
Glide thillier in a day i — ^Then, tme Pisanio, 

(Who long'st, like me, to see thy lord ; who long’s* - 
O, let me 'bate, — but not like me ; — yet loirg'st, — 

But in a fainter kind ; — O, not like me ; 

For mine ’s beyond beyond, “) say, and sjieak thick, 
(Love’s counsellor should fill the bores of licariiig. 

To the smothering of tlie sense,) how far it is 
To this same blessed Milfoid: And, by the way, 

Tell me liow Wales was made so happy, as 
To inherit such a haven : But, first of all, 

How we may steal from hence; and, for the gaji 
That we shall make in time, from our hencegoing 
And our return, to excuse : — but first, how get hence : 
Why should excuse he liorn or e'er begot ? 

Beyond beymid Tlie second beyond is used as a substan- 
tive, wliieh gives us the meaning oi' further than beyond. Tiie 
Scotch have a suyuig — “ ot the back of beyont.” 
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We ’ll talk of tliat hereafter. Prithee, gj^ak, 

How many score of miles may we well ride 
’Twixt hour and liour? 

Pis. One score ’twixt sun and sun, 

Madam, ’s enough for you ; and too much too. 

Imo. Why, one that rode to his execution, man. 
Could never go so slow : I have heard of riding wagers, 
Where horses have been nimbler thau the sands 
That run i’ the clock’s behalf : — But this is foolery : 

Go, bid my woman feign a sickness ; say 
She ’ll home to her father : and provide me, presently, 
A riding suit ; no costlier than would fit 
A franklin's housewife. 

Pis. Madam, you ’re best consider. 

Jtno. 1 see before me, man : nor here, nor heie, 

Nor wliat ensues, hut have a fog in them, 

That I cannot look through. Away, I prithee ; 

Do as I bid thee : There 's no more to say ; 

Accessible is none but Milford way. l^Exemt. 

SCENE III. — Wales. A mountaimus Country^ 
with a Cave. 

Enter Belarius, Guiderius, and Arviragub. 

Bel. A goodly day not to keep house, with such 
^Vho8e roof ’s as low as ours ! St(x)p, boys : This gate 
Instructs you how to adore the heavens ; and bows you 
To a morning’s holy office : The gates of monarchs 
Are arch'd so high that giants may jet through 
And keep their impious turbands on, without 
Good morrow to the sun. — Hail, thou fair heaven, 

We house i’ the rock, yet use thee not so hardly 
As prouder livers do. 

Gui. Hail, heaven ! 

Arv. Hail, heaven! 

Bel. Now for our mountain spoit : Up to yon hill, 
Your legs are young ; I ’ll tread these fiats. Consider, 
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When you above perceive me like a crow, 

Tliat it is place wnicli lessens and sets oft*; 

And you may tlien revolve what tales I have told you 
Of courts, of princes, of the tricks in war : 

This service is not service, so being done, 

But being so allow’d : To apprehend thus, 

Draws us a profit from all things we see ; 

And often, to our comfort, shall we find 
Tlie sliarded beetle in a safer hold 
Than is the full-wing’d eagle O, this life 
Is nobler, tlian attending for a check ; 

Richer, than doing nothing for a bribe; 

Piouder, than rustling in unpaid-for silk : 

Such gains the cap of him that makes him fine. 

Yet kee])S his book uncross’d : no life to ours. 

Gui Out of your proof you 8|)eak : we, poor unfledg’d, 
Have never wing'd from view o’ the nest; nor know not 
What air 's from home. Haply, this life is best, 

If quiet life be best ; sweeter to you, 

That have a sharjjer known ; well corresponding 
With your stiff age: but unto us it is 
A cell of ignorance ; travelling abed ; 

A prison for a debtor, that not dares 
To stiido a limit. 

Arv. Wliat should we speak of, 

When we are old as you? when wtrfHall hear 
The rain and wind beat dark DecemW, how, 

In this our pinching cave, shall we discourse 
The freezing hours away! Webave seen nothing: 

We are beastly ; subtle as’t^e fox, for prey ; 

Like warlike as the wolf, for what we eat : 

Our valour is to chase what-fties ; our cage 
We make a quire, as dotli the prison’d bird, 

And sing our bondage freely. 

Bel. How you speak ! 

Did you but know the city’s usuries, 

And felt them knowingly : the art o’ the court, 
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Aft hard* to leaver as keep ; whofe top to climb 

Ig certain falling, or go slippery that 

The fear 'g as as falling : the toil of the war, 

A pain that only seems to seek out danger 
r me name of fame and lionour : which dies i' the search ; 
And hath as oft a slanderous epitaph 
As record of fair act ; nay, many times, 

Doth ill deserve by doing well ; what ’s worse. 

Must court’sy at the censure : — O, boys, this story 
Tlie world may read in me : My body ’s mark'd 
With Roman swords ; and my report was once 
First with the best of note : Cymbeline lov’d me ; 

And when a soldier was the theme my name 
Was not far off : Tlien was 1 as a tree 
Whose boughs did bend with fruit : but, in one niglit, 
A storm, oi robbery, call it what you will. 

Shook down my mellow hangings, nay, my leaves, 

And left me bare to weather. 

Gut. Uncertain favour ! 

Bel. My fault being nothing (as 1 have told you oft) 
But that two villains, wh(»e false oaths prevail’d 
Before my perfect honour, swore to Cymbeline 
I was confederate with the Romans : so, 

Follow'd my banishment; and, this twenty years, 

This rock and these demesnes have been my world : 
Wheie I ha\e liv’d at honest freedom j paiil 
More pious debts to heaven, than in all 
The fore-end of my time. — But, up to the mountains ; 
This is not hunters' language : — He that strikes 
Tlie venison first shall the lord o' the feast ; 

To him the other two shall minister ; 

And we will fear no poison, which attends 

In place of greater state. I 'll meet you in the valleys. 

l^Exeunt Gui. and Arv. 
How hard it is to hide the sparks of nature ! 

These boys know little they are sons to the king ; 

Nor Cymbeline dreams that they are alive. 

VOL. VIII. 
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They thiak they are mine : and, though trained up thus 
meanly 

r the cave, wherein they bow, their thoughts do hit 
The roofs of palaces ; and nature prompts them, 

In simple and low things, to prince it much 
Beyond the trick of others. Tliis Polydore, — 

The heir of Cymbeline and Britain, whom 
The king his father call’d Guiderins, — Jove ! 

When on my three-foot stool I sit, and tell 
Tlie warlike feats 1 have done, his spirits 5y out 
Into my story : say, — “ Thus mine eneuiy fell ; 

And thus I set my foot on his neck ” — even then 
The princely blood flows in liis cheek, he sweats, 

Strains his young nerves, and puts himself in posture 
That acts my words. The younger brother, Cadwal, 
(Once Arviragus,) in as like a figure 
Strikes life into my speech, and shows much more 
His own conceiving. Hark ! the game is rous’d ! — 

0 Cymbeline! heaven, and my conscience, knows 
Thou didst unjustly banish me : whereon, 

At three, and two years old, I stole these babes ; 
Thinking to bar thee of succession, as 
Thou reft’st me of my lands. Euriphile, 

Thou wast their nurse ; they took tliee for their inotner, 
And every day do honour to her grave : 

Myself, Belarius, that am Morgan call’d. 

They take for natural father. The game is up. [Erit. 

SCENE IV.— Near Milford-Haven. 

Enter Pisakio and Imogen. 

Imo. Thou told'st me, when we came from horse, the 
place 

Was near at hand : — Ne’er long’d my mother so 
To see me first, as I have now : — Pisanio ! Man ! 

Where is Posthumus ¥ What is in thy mind 
That mftes thee stare thus? Wherefore breaks that sigh 
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From the inward of thee ? One, but painted thus, 

Would be interpreted a thing perplex’d 
Beyond self-ex^ ication : Put thyself 
Into a 'haviour of less fear, ere wildness 
Vanquish my staider senses. What ’s the matter ? 

Why tender’st thou that paper to me, with 
A. look untender ? If it be summer news, 

Smile to ’t before : if winto-ly, tliou need’st 

Blit keep that countenance still. — My husliond’s hand ! 

That drug-damn’d Italy hath out>craftied him, 

And lie ’s at some hard ]K)mt. — Speak, man ; thy tongue 
May take oiT some extremity, which to read 
Would be even mortal to me. 

Pis. Please you read ; 

And you shall find me, wretched man, a thing 
The most disdain’d of fortune. 

lm>. [Reads ] “Thy miatreas, Pisanio. hath played the strum* 
liet in my lied : the testimonies whereot he bleeding m me. 1 
speak not out ot weak surmises ; but from proot as strong as 
my grief, and ns certain ns 1 expect my revenge. That part, 
thou, Pisanio, must act for me, if Ww faith be not tainted with 
the breach of hers. Let thine own hands take away her life : 

I shell 1 give thee opportunity at Milford- Haven : she hath my 
letter for the purpose : Where, il thou fear to strike, and to 
make me certain it is done, thou art the pander to her dis- 
honour, and equally to me A8lo>al.” 

Pis. What slull I need to draw my sword? the paper 
Hath cut her throat already. — No, ’t is slander, — 
Whose edge is sharper than the sword ; whose tongue 
Outvenoms all the worms of Nile; whose breath 
Rides on the posting winds, and doth belie 
All comers of the world, — ^kings, queens, and states, 
Maids, matrons, — nay, the secrets of the grave 
This viperous slander enters. — What cheer, madam ? 

Imo, False to his bed I What is it to be false? 

To lie in watch there, and to think on him ? 

To weep ’twixt clock and clock ? if sleep charge nature. 
To break it with a fearful dream of him, 

V 2 
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And cry mygelf awake? that ’e falie to hi§ bed ? 

Is it? 

Pts. Alas, Rood lady ! 

Imo. I false ? Tliy conscience witness ; — lachimo, 
Thou didst accuse him of incontinency; 

Thou then look’dst like a villain : now, methinks, 

Thy favour ’s good enough. — Some jay of Italy, 

Whose mother was her jiainting, hath l)etray’d him : 
P(X)r I am stale, a garment out of fashion ; 

And, for I am richer than to hang by the walls, 

I must be ripp’d : — to pieces with me ! — O, 

Men’s vows are women’s traitors ! All good seeming. 
By thy revolt, O husband, shall be thought 
Put on for villany ; not born where ’t grows, 

But worn, a bait for ladies. 

Pis. Good madam, hear me, 

Tmo. True honest men being heard, like false 
^neas, 

Were, in liis time, thought false : and Sinon's weeping 
Did scandal many a holy tear ; took pity 
Flora most true wretchedness : So, thou, Posthumus, 
Wilt lay the leaven on all pro][)ermen; 

Goodly, and gallant, shall be false and perjur’d. 

From thy great fail. — Come, fellow, be thou honest : 
Do thou thy master's bidding : When thou see’st him 
A little witness my obedience : Look ! 

I draw the sword myself: take it; and hit 
The innocent mansion of my love, my heart ; 

Fear not ; ’t is empty of all things but grief : 

Tliy master is not there ; who was, inde^ 

The riches of it : Do his bidding ; strike. 

Thou mayst be valiant in a better cause. 

But new thou seem’st a coward. 

Pis. Hence, vile instrument ! 

Thou shalt not damn my hand. 

Imo. Why, I must die ; 

And if I do not by thy hand, thou art 
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No gervaiit of thy master's : Against ie]if-slaughter 
There is a prohibition so divine 
That cravens my weak hand. Come, iiere 's my 
heart ; 

Something 's afore 't ; — Soft, soft ; we 'll no defence ; 
Obedient as the scabbard. — ^What is here f 
The scriptures of the loyal Leonatus, 

All turn'd to heresy ! Away, away, 

Corrupters of my faith ! you shall no more 
Be stomachers to my heart ! Thus may poor fools 
Believe false teachers : Though those that are betray'd 
Do feel the treason sharply, yet the traitor 
Stands in worse case of woe. 

And thou, Posthumus, that didst set up 
My disobedience 'gainst the king my father, 

And make me put into contempt the suits 
Of princely fellows, slialt hereafter find 
It is no act of common passage, but 
A strain of rareness : and I grieve myself, 

To think when thou shalt be disedg'd by her 
That now thou tir'st on, how thy memory 
Will then be pang'd by me. — Prithee, despatch : 

The lamb entreats the butcher : Where 's thy knife ¥ 
Thou art too slow to do thy master’s bidding, 

Wlien I desire it too. 

Pis. O gracious lady, 

Since 1 receiv'd command to do this business, 

1 have not slept one wink. 

Imo. Do 't, and to bed then. 

Pis. 1 '11 wake mine eye-balls blind first. 

Imo. Wherefore then 

Didst undertake it ¥ Why liast thou abus'd 
So many miles, with a pretence ¥ this place ¥ 

Mine action, and thine own ¥ our horses’ labour ¥ 
The time inviting thee¥ the perturb’d court, 

For my being absent ; whereunto 1 never 
Purpose return ¥ Why hast tliou gone so tar 
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To be unbent when thou hast ta'en thy stand, 

The elected deer before thee ? 

Pis. But to win time 

To lose so bad employment : in the which 
1 have consider'd of a course. Good lady, 

Hear me with patience. 

Imo. Talk thy tongue weary ; speak : 

1 have heard 1 am a strumpet ; and mine ear, 
Therein false struck, can take no greater wound, 

Nor tent to bottom that. But speak. 

Pis. Then, madam, 

1 tliought you would not back again. 

Imo. Most like ; 

Bringing me here to kill me. 

Pis. Not so, neither ; 

But if 1 were as wise as honest, then 
My purjiose would prove well. It cannot be 
But that my master is abus’d : 

Some villain, ay, aud singular in his art, 

Hath done you both this cursed injury. 

Imo, Some Roman courtezan. 

Pis. No, on my life. 

1 ’ll give but notice you are dead, and send him 
Some bloody sign of it ; for ’t is commanded 
1 should do so : You shall be miss'd at court, 

And that will well confirm it. 

Imo. Why, good fellow. 

What shall I do the while 9 Where bidet How live I 
Or in my life what comfort, when I am 
Dead to my husl)and t 

Pis. If you '11 back to the court,— 

Imo. No court, no father ; nor no more ado 
With that harsh, noble, simple, nothing : 

ITiat Cloten, whose love^suit hath been to me 
As fearful as a siege. 

Pis. If not at court, 

Then not in Britain must you bide. 
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Imo. Where then? 

Hatli Britain all the sun that shines ? Day, night, 
Are they not but in Britain f 1' the world's volume 
Our Britain seems as of it, but not in it ; 

In a great pool, a swan's nest Prithee« think 
There 's livers out of Britain. 

PU. I am most glad 

You think of other place. The ambassador, 

Lucius the Roman, comf» to Milford-Haven 
To-morrow : Now, if you could wear a mind 
Dark as your fortune is — and but disguise 
That which, to appear itself, must not yet be, 

But by self-danger ; — you should tread a course 
Pretty, and full of view : yea, haply, near 
The residence of Posthumus : so nigh, at least. 
That, though liis actions were not visible, yet 
Report should render him hourly to your ear 
As truly as he moves. 

Imo. O, for such means ! 

Though peril to my modesty, not death on 't, 

1 would adventure. 

Pi8. Well then, here 's the point : 

You must forget to be a woman ; cliange 
Command into obedience ; fear, and niceness, 
(The handmaids of all women, or, more truly. 
Woman its pretty self,) to a waggish courage ; 
Ready in gibes, qiiick-answer'd, saucy, and 
As quarrellous as the weasel ; nay, you must 
Forget tliat rarest treasure of your cheek, 

Exposing it (but, O, the harder heart ! 

Alack no remedy !) to the greedy touch 
Of common-kissing Titan : and forget 
Your laboursome and dainty trims, wherein 
You made great Juno angry. 

Imo. Nay, be brief : 

1 see into thy end, and am almost 
A man already. 
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Pis. First, make yourself but like one. 

Fore-thinking this, I have already fit, 

(’T is in my cloak-bag,) doublet, hat, hose, all 
That answer to them : VYould you, in their serving, 
And with what imitation you can borrow 
From youth of such a season, ’fore noble Lucius 
Present yourself, desire his service, tell him 
Wherein you are happy, (which you ’ll make liim know, 
If that his head have ear in music,) doubtless 
With joy he will embrace you ; for he ’s honourable. 
And, doubling that, most holy. Your means abroad, 
You have me, rich ; and 1 will never fail 
Beginning, nor supply ment. 

Imo. Thou art all the comfort 

The gods will diet me with. Prithee, away ; 

There ’s more to be consider’d ; but we ’ll even 
All that good time will give us : This attempt 
1 ’m soldier to, and will abide it with 
A prince’s courage. Away, I prithee. 

Pis. Well, madam, we must take a short farewell *, 
Lest, being miss'd, I be suspected of 
Your carriage from the court. My noble mistress, 

Here is a box : 1 had it from the queen ; 

What ’s in ’t is precious ; if you are sick at sea. 

Or stomach-qualm’d at land, a dram of this 
Will drive away distemper. — ^To some shade, 

And fit you to your manhood : — May the gods 
Direct you to the best! 

7/no. Amen ; I thank thee. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE V. — A Room in Cymbeline’s Palace, 

Enter Cymbblinb, Qubbn, Cloten, Lucius, and 
Lords. 

Cym. Thus far ; and so farewell. 

Lm. Thanks, royal sir. 
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My emperor hath wrote ; 1 must from hence ; 

And am right sorry that I must report ye 
My master's enemy. 

Cym. Our subjects, sir, 

Will not endure his yoke ; and for ourself 
To show less sovereignty than they, must need 
Appear unkinglike. 

Luc. So, sir, I desire of you 

A conduct over land, to Milford-Haven. — 

Madam, all joy befal your grace, and you ! 

Cym. My lords, you are appointed for that office ; 
The due of honour in no point omit. 

So, farewell, noble Lucius. 

Luc. Your hand, my lord. 

Clo. Receive it friendly : but from this time forth 
1 wear it as your enemy. 

Luc. Sir, the event 

Is yet to name the winner : Fare you well. 

Cym. Leave not the worthy Lucius, good my lords, 
Till he have cross'd the Severn. — Happiness ! 

[Exeunt Lucius and Lords* 
Queen. He goes hence frowning ; but it honours us 
Tliat we have given him cause. 

Clo. ’T is all the better ; 

Your valiant Britons have dieir wishes in it. 

Cym. Lucius hath wrote already to the emperor 
How it goes here. It fits us therefore, ripely, 

Our chariots and our horsemen be in rea^ncss : 

The powers that he already hath in Gallia 
Will soon be drawn to head, from whence he moves 
His war for Britain. 

Queen. T is not sleepy business ; 

But must be look'd to speedily, and strongly. 

Cym. Our expectation that it would be tlius 
Hath made us forward. But, my gentAe queen. 

Where is our daughter? She liath not apjiear'd 
Before the Roman, nor to us liath tender'd 
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The duty of the day : She lookg us like 
A thing more made of malice than of duty : 

We have noted it. — Call lier before ua ; for 
We have been too slight in sufferance. 

[Exit an Attendant 

Queen. Koyal sir, 

Since the exile of Posthumus, most retir'd 
Hath her life been ; the cure whereof, my lord, 

’T is time must do. ’Beseech your majesty, 

Forbear sharp speeches to her : She 's a lady 
So tender of rebukes, that words are strokes. 

And strokes death to her. 

Re-enter an Attendant. 

Cym. Where is she, sir ? How 

Can her contempt be answer’d 1 

Atten. Please you, sir. 

Her chambers are all lock’d ; and there ’s no answer 
That will be given to the loud’st of noise we make. 

Queen. My lord, when last I went to visit her, 

She pray’d me to excuse her keeping close ; 

Whereto constrain’d by her infirmity. 

She should that duty leave unpaid to you. 

Which daily she was bound to profler : this 

She wish'd me to make known ; but our great court 

Made me to blame in memory. 

Cym. Her door ’s lock’d ? 

Not seen of late? Grant, heavens, that which 1 fear 
Prove false ! [ExU, 

Queen. Son, 1 say, follow the king. 

Clo. That man of hers, Pisaiiio, her old servant, 

1 have not seen these two days. 

Queen. Go, look after. — [ExU Clo. 

Pisanio, thou that stand’st so for Posthumus I— 

He hath a drug of mine : 1 pray, his alisence 
Proceed by swallowing that ; for he believes 
It is a thing most precious. But for her, 
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Where ii she gone f Haply, despair hath seis'd her ; 
Or, wing'd with fervour of her love, she 's flown 
To her desir'd Posthumus : Gone site is 
To death, or to dishonour ; and my end 
Gan giake good use of either : She being down,* 

I have the placing of the British crown. 

Re-enter Cloten. 

How now, my son ? 

Clo. 'T is certain she is fled : 

Go in, and cheer the king ; he rages ; none 
Dare come about him. 

Qv^en, All the better : May 

This night forestall him of the coming day ! 

YExit Queen. 

Clo. I love, and hate her : for she 's fair and royal \ 
And that she hath all courtly parts more exquisite 
Than lady, ladies, woman ; from every one 
The best she hath, and she, of all compounded, 

Outsells them all : I love her therefore. But, 
Disdaining me, and throwing favours on 
The low PosthumuB, slanders so her judgment, 

That what 's else rare is chok'd ; and, in that point, 

1 will conclude to hate her, nay, indeed, 

To be reveng'd upon her. For, when fools 

Enter Pisanio. 

Shall— Who is here? What! are you racking, sirrah? 
Gome hither : Ah, you precious pander ! Villain, 
Where is thy lady ? In a word ; or else 
Thou art straightway with the fiends. 

Pit* O, good my lord ! 

Clo. Where is thy lady ? or, by Jupiter, 

I will not ask again. Close villain, 

I 'll have this secret from thy heart, or rip 
Thy heart to find it. Is she with Posthumus ? 

From whose so many weights of baseness cannot 
A dram of worth be drawn. 
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Pis. Alas, my lord, 

How can she be with him 9 When was she miss'd f 
He is in Rome. 

Clo. Where is she, sir ¥ Come nearer ; 

No further halting : satisfy me home 
What is become of her? 

Pis. O, my all-worthy lord ! 

Clo. All-worthy villain ! 

Discover where thy mistress is, at once, 

At the next word, — No more of worthy lord,— 

Speak, or thy silence on the instant is 
Tiiy condemnation and thy death. 

Pis. Then, sir, 

This paper is the history of my knowledge 
Touching her flight. [Presenting a letter. 

Clo. Let ’s see ’t : — I will pursue her 

Even to Augustus' throne. 

Pis. Or this, or jierish.* 

She 's far enough : and what be learns by this, 

May prove his travel, not her danger. [Aside. 

Clo. Humph ! 

Pis. I '11 write to my lord she 's dead. O Imogen, 
Safe mayst thou wander, safe return again ! [Aside. 

Clo. Sirrah, is this letter true ¥ 

Pis. Sir, as I think. 

Clo. It is Posthumus' hand ; I know 't. — Sirrah, if 
thou wouldst not be a villain, but do me true service, 
undergo those employments wherein I should have cause 
to use thee, with a serious industry, — that is, what vil- 
lany soe’er I bid thee do, to perform it directly and 
truly, — I would think thee an honest man thou 
shouldst neither want my means for thy relief nor my 
voice for thy preferment. 

Pis. Well, my good lord. 

* Pisanio, in giving Cloten a letter which is to mislead him* 
means to say, I must either adopt this stratagem, or perish by 
his Airy. 



SCINB V.] 


CYMBELINE. 


69 


Clo, Wilt thou serve me 9 For since patiently and 
constantly thou hast stuck to the bare fortune of that 
beggar Posthumus, thou canst not in the course of gra- 
titude but be a diligent follower of mine. Wilt thou 
serve me? 

Pi*. Sir, I will. 

Clo. Give me thy hand, here *s my purse. Hast any 
of thy late master's garments in thy possession ? 

Pis. I have, my lord, at my lodging, the same suit be 
wore when he took leave of my lady and mistress.. 

Cfb. The first service thou dost me, fetch that suit 
hither : let it be thy first service ; go. 

Pis. I shall, my lord. \^Exit. 

Clo. Meet thee at Milford-Haven : — I forgot to ask 
him one thing ; I ’ll remember 't anon : — Even there, 
thou villain, Posthumus, will I kill thee. — I would 
these garments were come. She said upon a time (the 
bitterness of it I now belch from my heart), that she 
held the very garment of Posthumus in more respect 
than my noble and natural together with the 

adornment of my qualities. With tliat suit upon my 
back will I ravish her : First kill him, and in her eyes ; 
there shall she see my valour, which will then be a tor- 
ment to her contempt He on the ground, my speech 
of insultment ended on his dead body, — and when my 
lust hath dined (which, as 1 say, to vex her 1 will exe- 
cute in the clothes that she so praised), to the court I ’ll 
knock her back, foot her home again. She hath despised 
me rejoicingly, and 1 ’ll be merry in my revenge. 

Re-enter Pisanio, with the clothes. 

Be those the garments ? 

Pis, Ay, my noble lord. 

Clo, How long is ’t since she went to Milford- 
Haven ? 

Pis. She can scarce be there yet. 

Clo. Bring this apparel to my chamber ; that is the 
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To have begg'd, or bought what 1 have took: Good 
troth, 

1 have stolen nought; nor woiild not, though I had 
found 

^old Btvfew'd o' the door. Here 's money for my meat : 
1 would have left it on the board, so soon 
As 1 had made my meal ; and parted 
With prayers for the provider. 

Gut. ■ Money, youth f 

Arv. All gold and silver rather turn to dirt ! 

As 't 13 no better reckon'd, but of those 
Who worship dirty gods. 

Into. I see you are angry : 

Know, if you kill me for my fault, 1 should 
Have died had I not made it. 

Bel. Whither bound ? 

Imo. To Milford-Haven. 

Bel. What is your namef 

Imo. Fidele, sir : I have a kinsman who 
Is bound for Italy ; he embark'd at Milford ; 

To whom being going, almost sjient with hunger, 

1 am fallen in this oH'ence. 

Bel. Prithee, fair youth, 

Think us no churls ; nor measure our good minds 
By this rude place we live in. Well encounter'd ! 

'T is almost night : you shall have better cheer 
Ere you depart ; and thanks, to stay and eat it. 

Boys, bid him welcome. 

Gui. Were you a woman, youth, 

I should woo hard but be your groom. — In honesty, 

I bid for you as I do buy. 

Arv. I 'll make 't my comfort. 

He is a man ; I 'll love him as my brother : — 

And such a welcome as 1 'd give to him 

After long absence, such is yours : — Most welcome ! 

Be sprightly, for you fall 'mongst friends. 

Imo. 'Mongst friends ! 
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If brothers f— Would it had been so, that they 
Had been my father's sons, then had my prize 
Been less ; and so more equal ballasting 
To thee, Posthumus. [^Aaide* 

Bel. He wrings at some distress. 

Gtii. *Would 1 could free 't! 

Arv. Or I ; whate'er it be, 

What pain it cost, what danger ! Go^ ! 

Bel, Hark, boys. [Wkiaperingi. 

Imo. Great men. 

That had a court no bigger tlnan this cave, 

That did attend themselves, and had the virtue 
Which thMr own conscience seal'd them (laying by 
That nothing gift of differing multitudes), ^ 

Gould not out-peer tliese twain. Pardon me, gods ! 

I 'd change my sex to be companion with tliem, 

Since Leonatus false. 

Bel. It shall be so. 

Boys, we 11 go dress our hunt. — Fair youth, come in ; 
Discourse is heavy, fasting ; when we have supp'd, 

We ’ll mannerly demand thee of thy story. 

So far as thou wilt speak it. 

Gv.1. Pray, draw near. 

Arv. The night to the owl, and morn to the lark, less 
welcome. 

Imo. Tiianks, sir. 

Arv, 1 pray, draw near. [Exeunt. 

SCENE VII.— Rome. 

Enter Two Senators and Tribunes. 

1 Sen. This is tlie tenour of the emperor’s writ : 

* JHffMng melxitudet. In the Second Part of ' Henry IV.’ 
we have— 

** The still dincordant, wavering multitude 
and the word differing is most probably used here in the same 
sense. 

VOL. Vlll. 


o 
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That since the common men are now in action 
'Gainst the Pannonians and Dalmatians, 

And that the legions now in Gallia are 
Full weak to undertake our wars against 
The fallen-off Britons, that we do incite 
The gentry to this business. He creates 
Lucius pro-consul : and to you the tribunes. 

For this immediate levy, he commands 
His absolute commission. Long live Csesar ! 

Tri. Is Lucius general of the forces f 
2 Sen. Ay 

TrL Remaining now in Gallia ? 

1 Sen. With those legions 

Which I have spoke of, whereunto your levy 
Must be supplyant : The words of your commission 
Will tie you to the numbws, and the time 
Of their despatch. 

Tri, We will discharge our duty. [Exeunt 
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ACT IV. 

SCENE I. — The Fcreet^ near the Cave. 

Enter CI'Otbn. 

do. I am near to the place where they should meet, 
if Pisanio have mapped it truly. How fit his garments 
serve me ! Why should his mistress, who was made by 
him that made the tailor, not be fit too? the rather (saving 
reverence of the word^ for 't is said, a woman's fitness 
comes by fits. Therein I must play the workman. 1 
dare sj^ak it to myself, (for it is not vain-glory for a man 
and hu gloss to confer in his own chamber,) I mean, the 
lines of my body are as well drawn as Ids ; no less 
young, more strong, not breath him in fortunes, be- 
yond him in the advontc^e of the time, above him in 
birth, alike conversant in general services, and more re- 
markable in single oppositions : yet this imperseverant* 
thing loves him in my despite. What mortality is ! 
Posthumus, thy head, which now is growing upon thy 
shoulders, shall within this hour be off ; thy mistress 
enforced ; thy garments cut to pieces before thy face ; 
and all this done, spurn her home to her father : who 
may, haply, be a little angry for my so rough usage ; 
but my mo&er, having power of his testiness, shall turn 
all into my commendations. My horse is tied up safe : 
Out, sword, and to a sore purpose ! Fortune, put them 
into my hand ! This is the very description of their 
meeting-place ; and the fellow dares not deceive me. 

[Exit. 

* Itnperseverant. The im is a prefix to perseverant ; in the 
same way as impassioned. 
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SCENE II, — Before the Cave. 

Enter, from the Cave, Belarxu6, Guiderius, 
Arviraoub, and Imoqbn. 

Bel. You are not well ; [To Imogen.] remain here 
in the cave; 

We 'll come to you after bunting. 

Arv. Brother, stay here : [To Imogen. 

Are we not brothers ? 

Into. So mui and man should be ; 

But clay and clay differs in dignity, 

Whose dust is bodi alike. I am very sick. 

Gui. Go you to hunting : I *11 abide with him. 

Imo. So sick I am not ; — yet I am not well : 

But not so citizen a wanton, as 
To seem to die, ere sick : So please you, leave me ; 
Stick to your journal course ; the breach of custom 
Is breach of all. 1 am ill ; but your being by me 
Cannot amend me : Society is no comfort 
To one not sociable : 1 am not very sick, 

Since I can reason of it. Pray you, trust me here : 

1 *11 rob none but myself ; and let me die, 

Stealing so poorly. 

Gui. I love thee ; I have spoke it : 

How much the quantity, the weight as much, 

As 1 do love my father. 

Bel. Whatf howl how? 

Arv. If it be sin to say so, sir, I yoke me 
In my good brother's fault : I know not why 
I love this youth; and I have heard you say, 

Love's reason 's without reason ; the bier at door, 

And a demand who b 't shall die, 1 'd say, 

“ My father, not thb youth.” 

Bel. 0 noble strain ! [Aside, 

O worthiness of nature ! breed of greatness ! 

Cowards father cowards, and base things sire base ; 
Nature hath meal and bran, contempt and grace. 
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1 'm not their father ; yet who this thould be 
Doth miracle itself, lov'd before me. — 

'T is the ninth hour of the mom. 

Arv, Brother, farewell. 

Imo, I wish ye sport. 

Arv, You health. — So please you, sir. 

Imo, These are kind creatures. Qoda, 

what lies I have heard ! 

Our courtiers say all 's savage, but at court : 
Experience, O, thou disprov'st report! 

The imperious seas breed monsters ; for the dish. 

Poor tributary rivers as sweet fish. 

1 am sick still ; heart-sick : — Pisanio, 

1 11 now taste of thy drug. 

Gui. 1 could not stir him : 

He said he was gentle, but unfortunate ; 

Dishonestly afflicted, but yet honest. 

Arv. Thus did he answer me : yet said, hereafter 
1 might know more. 

Bel. To the field, to the field : — 

We 'll leave you for this time ; go in and rest. 

Arv. We ’ll not be long away. 

Bel. Pray, be not sick. 

For you must be our housewife. 

7mo. Well, or ill, 

1 am bound to you. 

Bel. And shalt be ever. [Exit Imogen. 

This youth, howe'er distress’d he appeals, hath had 
Good ancestors. 

Arv. How angel-like he sings! 

Gui. But his neat cookery! He cut our roots in 
characters ; 

And sauc'd our brotlu, as Juno had been sick 
And he her dieter. 

Arv. Nobly he yokes 

A smiling with a sigh : as if the sigh 
Was that it was, for not being such a smile ; 

The smile mocking the sigh, that it would fly 
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From 80 divine a temple, to commix 
With winds that sailtm rail at. 

Gui. I do note 

That grief and patience, rooted in him both, 

Mingle their spurs* together. 

Arv. GroW; patience ! 

And let the stinking elder, grief, untwine 
His perishing root with the increasing vine ! 

Bel. It is great morning. Come; away. — Who's there? 
Enter Clotkn. 

Clo. I cannot find those runagates : that villain 
Hath mock'd me : — 1 am faint. 

Bel. Those runagates ! 

Means he not us ? I partly know him ; 't is 
Cloten, the son o’ the queen. 1 fear some ambush. 

I saw him not these many years, and yet 
I know ’t is he : — We are held as outlaws : — Hence. 

Gui. He is but one : You and my brother search 
What companies are near : pray you, away ; 

Let me alone with him. [Exeunt Bel. and Arv. 

Clo. Soft ! What are you 

That fly me thus ? some villain mountaineers ? 

I have heard of such, — What slave art thou? 

Gui. A thing 

More slavish did 1 ne’er than answering 
A slave ” without a knock. 

Clo. Thou art a robber, 

A law-breaker, a villain : Yield tliee, thief. 

Gui. To who? to thee? What art thou? Have not I 
An arm as big as thine ? a heart as big ? 

Thy words, I grant, are bigger : for I wear not 
My dagger in my mouth. Say, what thou art, 

Why I ^ould yield to thee? 

Clo. Thou villain base, 

Know'st me not by my clothes ? 

* Pope calls this an old word fiw the fibres of a tree. 

We cannot find any authority for his assertion. The support of 
a post placed in the ground u still technically called a spur. 
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Cfui. No» nor thy tailor, rascal, 

Who is thy grandfather ; he made those clothes, 

Which, as it seems, make thee. 

Clo. Thou precious varlet, 

My tailor made them not. 

Gui. Hence, then, and thank 

The man that gave them diee. Thou art some fool ; 

1 am loath to beat thee. 

Clo. Thou injurious thief, 

Hear but my name, and tremble:. 

Gut. What 'a thy namef 

Clo. Gloten, thou villain. 

Gut. Cloten, thou double villain, be thy nami^ 

1 cannot tremble at it ; were 't toad, or adder, spider, 
'T would move me sooner. 

Clo. To thy further fear, 

Nay, to thy mere confusion, thou shalt know 
1 ’m son to the queen. 

Gut. I *m sorry for ’t j not seeming 

So worthy as thy birth. 

Clo. Art not afeard? 

Gui. Those that 1 reverence those 1 fear ; the wise : 

, At fools 1 laugh, not fear them. 

Clo. Die the death : 

When 1 have diain thee with my proper hand, 

I *11 follow those that even now fled hence. 

And on the gates of Lud*8 town set your heads : 

Yield, rustic mountaineer. [Exeunt, Jiff hting 

Enter Bblahius and Arviraoub. 

Bel. No company *8 abroad. 

Arv. None in the world : You did mistake him, sure. 

Bel. 1 cannot tell : Long is it since I saw him, 

But time bath nothing blurred those lines of favour 
Which then he wore ; die snatches in his voice, 

And burst of speaking, were as his : 1 am absolute 
T was very Cloten. 

Arv. In this place we left them : 



80 


CYMBELINE. 


[Act IV. 


I wigh my brother make good time with him, 

You say he is so fell. 

Bel. Being scarce made u]i, 

1 mean^ to man, he had not apprehension 
Of roaring terrors, for defect of judgment, 

As oft the cause of fear : But see, thy brother. 

Re-enter Guidbrius, with Clotbn’s head. 

Gui. Tiiis Cloten was a fool ; an empty purse, — 
There was no money in *t : not Hercules 
Could have knock'd out his brains, for he had none : 
Yet I not doing this, the fool had borne 
My head, as 1 do his. 

Bel. What hast thou done ? 

Gui. I am perfect, what : cut off one Cloten's head, 
Son to the queen, after his own repoit; 

Who call'd me traitor, mountaineer ; and swore, 

With liis own single hand he M take us in. 

Displace our heads, where (thank the gods !) they grow, 
And set them on Lud’s town. 

Bel. We are all undone. 

Gvi. Why, worthy father, what have we to lose, 

But, that he swore to take, our lives ¥ The law 
Protects not us : Then why should we be tender 
To let an arrogant piece of flesh threat us ; 

Play judge and executioner, all himself. 

For* we do fear the law? What company 
Discover you abroad? 

Bel. No single soul 

Can we set eye on, but in all safe reason 
He must have some attendants. Though his humour 
Was nothing but mutation, — ay, and tliat 
From one b^ thing to worse, — not frenzy, not 
Absolute madness could so far have rav'd. 

To bring him here alone : Although, perhaps. 

It may be heard at court, that such as we 
Cave here, hunt here, are outlaws, and in time 
* Fur, in the sense of becaase* 
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May make eome stronger head : the which he hearing, 
(As it is like him,) might break out, and swear 
He ^d fetch us in ; yet is not probable 
To come alone, either he so undertaking, 

Oi they so suffering : then on good ground we fear^ 

If we do fear this body hath a tail 
More perilous than the head. 

Afv. Let ordinance 

Come as the gods foresay it : howsoever. 

My brother hath done well. 

Bel. I had no mind 

To hunt this day : the boy Fidele's sickness 
Did make my way long forth. 

Gui. With his own sword, 

Which he did wave against my throat, 1 have ta'en 
His head from him : 1 'll throw 't into the creek 
Behind our rock ; and let it to the sea, 

And tell the fishes he "s the queen's son, Cloten : 

That 's all 1 reck. [ExiU 

Bel. I fear, 't will be reveng’d : 

'Would, Polydore, thou hadst not done 't! tliough valour 
Becomes thee well enough. 

Arv. ’Would I had done ’t, 

So tiie revenge alone pursued me ! — Polydore, 

1 love thee brotherly ; but oivy muchr 
Thou hast robb’d me of this deed : I would revenges, 
That possible strength might meet, would seek us through 
And put us to our answer. 

Bel. Well, 't is done : — 

We 'll hunt no more to-day, nor seek for danger 
Where there 's no profit. I prithee, to our rock ; 

You andFidele play the cows : 1 'll stay 
Till hasty Polydore return, and bring him 
To dinner presently. 

Aro. Poor sick Fidele ! 

I ’ll willingly to him : To gain his colour, 

I 'd let a parish of such Glotens blood, 

And praise myself for charity. \Exit. 
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BeL O thou goddesg, 

Thou divine Nature, how thyself thou blazon 'st : 

« In these two princely boys ! They are as gentle 
As zephyrs, blowing below die violet, 

Not wagging his sweet head : and yet as rough, 

Their royal blood enchafd, as the rud'st wind, 

That by the top doth take the mountain pine 
And make him sloop to the vale. *T is wonder 
That an invisible instinct should frame them 
To royalty unleam'd ; honour untaught ; 

Civility not seen from other: valour. 

That wildly grows in them, but yields a crop 
As if it had been sow’d ! Yet still it 's strange 
What Gloten's being here to us portends, 

Or what his death will bring us. 

jRe-ett^er Guidbrius. 

Gtt*. Where *8 my brother i 

1 have sent Gloten's clotpoU down the stream, 

In embassy to his mother ; his body 's hostage 

For his return. [Solemn mutic. 

Bel, My ingenious instrument ! 

Hark, Polydore, it soimds ! But what occasion 
Hath Cadwal now to give it motion ? Hark ! 

Gui. Is he at home? 

Bel. He went hence even now 

G%d. What does he mean? since death of my dear's! 
mother 

It did not speak before. All solemn things 
Should answer solemn accidents. The matter? 
Triumphs for notliing, and lamenting toys, 

Is jollity for apes and grief for boys. 

Is Gadwal mad ? 

Re-enter Arvibagus, hearing Imoobn os dead m 
hia arma, 

Bel. Look, here he comes. 

And brings the dire occasion in his arms, 

Of what we blame him for 
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Arv. The bird ie dead. 

That we have made so much on. I had rather 
Have skipp'd from sixteen years of age to sixty, 

To have turn'd my leaping time into a crutch, 

Than have seen this. 

Gut. O sweetest, fairest lily ! 

My brother wears thee not the one-half so well, 

As when thou grew'st thyself. 

Bel. O, melancholy ! 

Who ever yet could sound ihy bottom ? find 
The ooze, to show what coast thy sluggish crare * 
Might easiliest harbour in? — ^Thou blessed thing! 

Jove knows what man thou mightst have made ; but I, 
Thou diedst, a most rare boy, of melancholy I 
How found you him ? 

Arv. Stark, ^ as you see : 

Thus smiling, as some fly bad tickled slumber. 

Not as deatli's dart, being laugh'd at : his right clieek 
Reposing on a cushion. 

Gut. Where ? 

Arv. O* the floor ; 

His arms thus leagued : I thought he slept ; and put 
My clouted brogues*^ from off my feet, whose rudeness 
Answer'd my steps too loud. 

Gut. Why, he but sleeps : 

If he be gone, he 'll make his grave a bed ; 

With female fairies will bis tomb be haunted. 

And worms will not come to thee. 

Arv. With fairest flowers, 

Whilst summer lasts, and I live here, Fidele, 

I 'll sweeten thy sad grave : Thou shalt not lack 
The flower that 's like thy face, pale primrose ; nor 
The azur'd hare-bell, like thy veins ; no, nor 
The leaf of eglantine, whom not to slander, 
Outsweeten’d not thy breath : the ruddock would, 

* Crare is a small vessel; and the word is often used by 
Holinshed and by Drayton. 

6 Stark-~Ktitt. • Bntj^s-^mde shoes. 
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With charitable bill (O bill, sore-shaming 
Those rich-left heirs that let their fathers lie 
Without a monument !) bring thee all this ; 

Yea, and furr'd moss brides, when flowers are none. 
To winter-ground thy corse. 

Gtti. Prithee, have done ; 

And do not play in wenchdike words with that 
Which is so serious. Let us bury him, 

And not protract witli admiration what 
Is now due debt. — ^To the grave. 

Ai'v. Say, where shall 's lay him 1 

Gui. By good Euriphile, our mother. 

Arv. Be 't so ; 

And let us, Polydore, though now our voices 
Have got the mannish crack, sing him to the ground, 
As once our mother ; use like note, and words. 

Save that Euriphile must be Fidele. 

Gui. Cadwal, 

I cannot sing : 1 *11 weep, and word it with thee : 

For notes of sorrow, out of tune, are worse 
Than priests and fanes that lie. 

Arv. We ’ll speak it then. 

Bel. Great griefs, I see, medicine the less ; for Cloteii 
Is quite forgot He was a queen’s son, boys : 

And, though he came our enemy, reniember 

He was paid for that : Though mean and mighty, rotting 

Together, have one dust ; yet reverence 

^hat angel of the world) doth make distinction 

Of place ’tween high and low. Our foe was princely ; 

And though you took his life, as being our foe, 

Yet bury him as a prince. 

Gm. Pray you, fetch him hither. 

Thersites* body is as good as Ajax, 

When neither are alive. 

Arv. If you ’ll go fetch him, 

We 11 say our song the whilst. — Brother, begin. [Ex. Bel. 

. Gui. Nay, Cadwal, we must lay his head to the east : 
i My father hath a reason for ’t. 
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Arv, T is true. 

Gut. Come on theni and remove him. 

Arv. So, — beg(in. 


SONG. 

Gift. Fear uo more the heat o' the sun* 

Nor the fiirioua Niuter's rages ; 

Thou thy worldly tiisk hast done. 

Home art gone and ta’en thy wagea: 

Golden Inda and girls all must, 

As chimney-sweepers, come to dust. 

Arv. Fear no more the frown o' the great. 

Thou art past the tyrant’s stroke ; 

Care no more to clothe, and eat ; 

To thee the reed is as the oak : 

The sceptre, leatning, physic, must 
All follow this, and come to dust. 

Oui. Fear no more the light'ning flash ; 

Arv, Nor the all-dreaded thunder-stone ; 

Out, Fear not slander, censure rash ; 

Arv. Thou hast finish'd joy and moan * 

Both. All lovers young, all lovers must 
Consign to thee, and come to dust. 

Oui, No exorciser harm thee ) 

Arv. Nor no witchcraft charm thee ! 

Oui. Ghost unlaid forbear thee ! 

Arv. Nothing ill come near thee I 
Both. Quiet consummation have ; 

And renowned be thy grave ! 

Re-enter Belarius, vnih {he body qf Clotbh. 

Gtd* We have done our obsequies : Come, lay him 
down. 

Bel, Here's a few flowers; but about midnight, more: 
The herbs that have on them cold dew o' the night 
Are strewings fitt’st for graves. — Upon their flices : — 
You were as flowers, now wither’d : even so 
These herb’lets shall, which we upon you strow.^ 

Come on, away : apart upon our knees. 

The ground, that gave them first, has them again : 
Their pleasures here are past, so is their pain. 

[Exeunt Belarius, Guidbriur, and Arvxraous. 
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Imo. [AtoakingJl Yes, sir, to Milford-Haven ; Which 
is the way ? 

I thank you. — By yon bush ? — Pray, how far thither? 
'Ods pittikins ! — can it be six miles yet? — 

I have gone all night : — Taith, 1 'll lie down and sleep. 
But, soft I no bedfellow : — O, gods and goddesses ! 

[Seeinff the body. 

These flowers are like the pleasures of the world ; 

This bloody man, tlie care on 't — I hope I dream ; 

For, so, 1 thought I was a cave-keeper. 

And cook to honest creatures : But ’t is not so ; 

'T was but a bolt of nothing, shot at nothing, 

Which the brain makes of fumes : Our very eyes. 

Are sometimes like our judgments, blind. Good faith, 
I tremble still witli fear : But if tliere be 
Yet left in heaven as small a drop of pity 
As a wren’s eye, fear’d gods, a part of it ! 

The dream ’s here still : even when I wake it is 
Without me, as within me; not imagin’d, felt. 

A headless man ! — The garments of Posthumus ! 

1 know the shape of his leg : this is his hand ; 

His foot Mercurial : his Martial thigh ; 

The brawns of Hercules : but his Jovial face — 
Murther in heaven ? — How ?^ — ’T is gone. — Pisanio, 

All curses madded Hecuba gave the Greeks, 

And mine to boot, be darted on thee ! Thou, 

Conspir’d with that irregulous* devil, Cloten, 

Hast here cut off my lord. — ^To write and read 
Be henceforth treacherous ! — Damn’d Pisanio 
Hath with his forged letters, — damn’d Pisanio— 

From this most bravest vessel of the world 
Struck the main-top ! — O, Poethumus ! alas. 

Where is thy head ? where ’s that ? Ah me ! where 's that ? 
Pisanio might have kill’d thee at the heart. 

And left this head on. — How should this be ? Pisanio ? 
’T is he, and Cloten > malice and lucre in them 

■ /rrsyu/oiu— irrcwular-disorderly. The word is only found 
in dus passage of SEakspere. 
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Have laid this woe here. O, ’t is pregnant, pregnant ! 
The drug he gave me, which, he said, was precious 
And cordial to me, have I not found it 
Murderous to the senses f That confirms it home : 

This is Pisanio's deed, and Cloten's : O ! — 

Give colour to my pale cheek with thy blood, 

That we the horrider may seem to those 
Wliich chance to find us : O, my lord, my lord ! 

Enter Lucius, a Captain, and other Officers, and 
a Soothsayer. 

Cap. To them, the legions garrison’d in Gallia, 

After your will, have cross’d the sea ; attending 
You here at Milford-Haven, with your ships : 

They are here in readiness. 

Luc. But what from Rome ? 

Cap. The senate hath stirr'd up the confiners. 

And gentlemen of Italy ; most willing spirits 
That promise noble service : and they come 
Under the conduct of bold lachimo, 

Sienna’s brother. 

Luc. When expect you them t 

Cap. With the next b^efit o’ the wind. 

Lvjc. This forwardness 

Makes our hopes fair. Command, our present numbers 
Be muster’d ; bid the captains look to ’t. — Now, sir. 
What have you dream’d, of late, of this war’s purpose t 
Sooth. Last night the very gods show’d me a vision : 
(I fast, and pray’d, for their intelligence,) Thus 
1 saw Jove’s bird, the Roman eagle, wing’d 
From the spungy south to this part of the west, 

There vanish’d in the sunbeams : which portends 
(Unless my sins abuse my divination) 

Success to the Roman host. 

Luc. Dream often wo^ 

And never false. — Soft, ho ! what trunk is here 
Without his top 9 The ruin speaks that sometime 
It was a worthy building. — How ! a page ! 



88 


CYMBELINE. 


[Act IV. 


Or dead, or sleeping on him f But dead, rather : 

For nature doth abhor to make his bed 
With the defunct, or sleep upon tlie dead. — 

Let 's see the boy's face. 

Cap. He is alive, my lord. 

Luc. He 'll then instruct us of this body. — Young 
one, 

Inform us of thy fortunes ; for, it seems 
They crave to 1^ demanded : Who is this 
Thou mak'st thy bloody pillow? Or who was he. 

That, otherwise than noble nature did, 

Hath alter'd that good picture? What 's thy interest 
In this sad wreck ? How came it? Who is it? 

What art tliou ? 

Imo. I am nothing : or if not, 

Nothing to be were better. This was my master. 

A very valiant Briton, and a good, 

That here by mountaineers lies slain : — Alas ! 

There are no more such masters : I may wander 
From east to Occident, cry out for service, 

Try many, all good, serve truly, never 
Find such another master. 

Luc. 'Lack, good youth ! 

Thou mov'st no less with thy complaining, than 
Thy master in bleeding ; Say his name, good friend. 

Imo. Richard du Champ. If I do lie, and do 
No harm by it, though the gods hear, I hope 
They '11 pardon it. [Aside.] Say you, sir? 

Luc. Thy name ? 

Imc. Fidel e, sir. 

Luc. Thou dost approve thyself the very same. 

Thy name well fits thy faith ; thy faith thy name. 

Wilt take thy chance with me? I will not say 
Thou shalt be so well master'd ; but, be sure. 

No less belo#d. The Roman emperor's letters. 

Sent by a consul to m^ should not sooner 
Than thine own worth prefer thee. Oo with me. 

Imo. I 'll follow, sir. But first, an ‘t please the godsi, 
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I ’ll hide my master from the flies, as deep 
As these poor pickaxes can dig : and when 
With wild wood-leaves and weeds I have strew ’d his 
grave, 

And on it said a century of prayers, 

Such as I can, twice o'er, 1 'll weep, and sigh ; 

And, leaving s(j his service, follow you, 

So please you entertain me. 

Luc. Ay, good youth ; 

And rather father thee than master thee. — 

My friends. 

The boy hath taught us manly duties : Let us 
Find out the prettiest daisied plot we can, 

And make him with our pikes and partisans 
A grave : Come ; ann him." — Boy, he is preferr'd 
By thee to us ; and he shall be interred 
As soldiers can. Be cheerful ; wipe thine eyes ; 

Some falls are means the happier to arise. \Exeunt 

SCENE III. — A Room in Cymbeline’s Palace. 
Enter Cymbeline, Lords, and Pisanio. 

Cym. Again ; and bring me word how ’t is with her. 
A fever wiUi the absence of her son ; 

A madness, of which her life 's in danger Heavens, 
How deeply you at once do touch me ! Imogen, 

The great part of my comfort, gone ; my queen 

Upon a desperate bed, and in a time 

When fearful wars jxiiiit at me ; her son gone, 

So needful for this present : It strikes me, past 
The hope of comfort. — But for thee, fellow. 

Who needs must know of her departure, and 
Dost seem so ignorant, we 'll enforce it from thee 
By a sharp torture. 

Pis. Sir, my life is yours, 

I humbly set it at your will ; But for my mistresi, 

I nothing know where she remains, why gone, 

■ Arm Aifn>-take him in your arms. 

VOL. Vlll. 


U 
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Not when she purposes return. 'Beseech your highness, 
Hold me your loyal servant. 

1 Lord. Good my liege, 

Tlie day that she was missing he was here : 

I dare be bound he 's true, and shall perform 
All j)art8 of his subjection loyally. 

For Cloten, — 

There wants no diligence in seeking him, 

And will, no doubt, be found. 

Cym. Tlie time is troublesome : 

We '11 slip you for a season ; but our jealousy. [To Pi*.. 
Does yet depend.* 

1 Lord. So please your majesty, 

The Roman legions, all from Gallia drawn. 

Are landed on your coast ; with a supply 
Of Roman gentlemen, by the senate sent. 

Cym. Now for the counsel of my son and queen ! 

1 am amaz'd with matter. 

1 Lord. Good my liege. 

Your preparation can affront no less 
Than what you hear of ; come more, for more you 're 
ready ; 

Tlie want is, but to put those powers in motion 
That long to move. 

Cym. I thank you : Let 's withdraw , 

And meet the time, as it seeks us. We fear not 
What can from Italy annoy us ; but 
We grieve at chances here. — Away. [Exeunt, 

Pis. 1 heard no letter ^ fk>m my master since 
1 wrote him Imogen was slain : T is strange : 

Nor bear 1 from my mistress, who did promise 
To yield me often tidings : Neither know I 
What is betid to Cloten ; but remain 
Perplex'd in all. The heavens still must work : 

* Ihjes yet depend~-i» yet depending, as we say of an action at 
law. 

>> Malone suggefts that by letter ia not meant an epistle; bat 
that the phrase is equivalent to I heard no syllaUe. 
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Wherein I am false I am honest ; not true to be true. 
These present wars sliall find 1 love my country, 

Even to the note o’ the king, or I ’ll fall in them. 

All (^ther doubts by time let them be clear’d : 

Fortune brings in some boats that are not steer’d. \_Exit. 

SCENE IV.— J5e/orc the Cave. 

Enter Bekauius, Ouiderius, and Arviraous. 

Gui. The noise is round alx>ut us. 

Bel. Let us from it. 

Arv. What pleasure, sir, find we in life, to lock it 
From action and adventure? 

Gui. Nay, what hope 

Have we in hiding us ? this way, the Romans 
Must or for Britons slay us ; or receive us 
For barbarous and unnatural revolts 
During their use, and slay us after. 

Bel. Sons, 

We ’ll liigher to tlie mountains j there secure us. 

To the king’s party there ’s no going : newness 
Of Cloten’s death (we being not known, not muster’d 
Among the bands) may drive us to a render 
Where we liave liv’d ; and so extort from us that 
Which we have done, whose answer would be death 
Drawn on with torture. 

Gui. This is, sir, a doubt 

In such a time nothing becoming you, 

Nor satisfying us. 

Arv. It is not likely 

That when they hear the Roman horses neigh, 

Behold their quarter’d fires, have both their eyes 
And ears so cloy’d importantly as now, 

That they will waste theix time upon our note. 

To know from whence we are. 

Bel. O, I am known 

Of many in the army : many years, 

Though Cloten then but young, vou see, not wore him 

H 2 
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From my remembrance. And, besidei, tiie king 
Hath not deserv'd my service, nor your loves ; 

Who find in my exile the want of breeding, 

The certainty of this hard life r aye hojpeless 
To have the courtesy your cradle promis’d. 

But to be still hot summer's tanlings, and 
The shrinking slaves of winter. 

Guu Than be so^ 

Better to cease to be. Pray, sir, to the army : 

I and my brother are not known ; yourself 
So out of thought, and thereto so o’ergrown, 

Cannot be question'd. 

Arv. By this sun that shines, 

I ’ll thither : What thing is it, that 1 never 
Did see man die ? scarce ever look’d on blood, 

But that of coward hares, hot goats, and venison V 
Never bestrid a horse, save one, that had 
A rider like myself, wlio ne’er wore rowel 
Nor iron on his heel ? I am asham’d 
To lcx)k upon the holy sun, to have 
The benefit of his bless’d beams, remaining 
So long a poor unknown. 

Gui^ By heavens, I 'll go : 

If you will bless me, sil| and give me leave, 

I '11 take the better care ; but if you will not, 

The hazard therefore due fall on me, by 
The hands of Romans ! 

Arv. So say I ; Amen, 

Bel, No reason 1, 9ince' of your lives you set 
So slight a valuation, should reserve 
My crack’d one to more care. Have with you, boys ! 
If in your country wars you chance to die, 

That is my bed too, lads, and there I 'll lie ; 

Lead, lead. — ^The time seems long : their blood thinks 
scorn, [Astik. 

Till it fly out and show them princes bom. [Exeunt 
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ACT Y. 

SCENE I. — A Field between the British and Roman 
Camps. 

Enter Posthumus, with a bloody handkerchief. 

Post, Yea, bloody cloth, I’ll keep thee; for I wish'd 
Thou shouldst be colour'd thus. You married ones, 

If each of you should take this course, how many 
Must murther wives much better than themselves, 

For wrying“ but a little! — O, Pisanio! 

Every good servant does not all commands ; 

No bond, but to do just on^. Grods ! if you 
Sho^d have ta'en vengeance on my faults, I never 
Had liv’d to put on*» this : so had you saved 
The noble Imogen to repent ; and struck 
Me, wretch, more worth your vengeance : But, alack, 
You snatch some hejice for little faults ; that ’s love, 

To have them fall no more ; you some permit 
To second ills with ills, each elder worse,'^ 

And make them dread it, to the doers’ thrift. 

But Imogen is your own : Do your best wills, 

And make me bless'd to obey ! — 1 am brought hither 

“ JVrymg. The use of wry ns n verb is uncommon. We have 
a passage in Sidney s * Arcadia * whicii is at once an example 
and un explanation “ That from the right line of virtue are 
wryed to these crooked shifts.” 

D To put on — to instigate. 

^ '* The last deed is certainly not the oldest,” says Dr. John- 
son. That 18, perhaps, prosaically true ; but as the man who 
goes on in the commission of ill is older when he commits the 
last ill than when he committed the first, we do not believe that 
Shakspere, as Malone says, inadvertently considered the latter 
evil deed as the elder.” The confusion, if there be any, in the 
text may be reconciled by Bacon's notion, that what we call the 
old world is really the young world ; and so a man’s first sin i« 
his youngest sin. 
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Among tlie Italian gentry, and to fight 
Against my lady’s kingdom: ’T is enough 
That, Britain, I have kill'd tiiy mistress. Peace ! 

I ’ll give no wound to thee. Therelbre, good heavens, 

Hear patiently my purpose ; I ’ll disrobe me 

Of these Italian weeds, and suit myself 

As does a Briton peasant : so I ’ll fight 

Against the part I come with ; so I ’ll die 

For tliee, O Imogen, even fur whom my life 

Is, every breath, a death : and thus, unknown, 

Pitied nor hated, to the face of peril 

Myself I ’ll dedicate. Let me make men know 

More valour in me, than my habits show. 

Gk)ds, put the strength o’ the Leonafi in me ! 

To shame the guise o’ the world, I will begin 

The fashion less without, and more within. \Exit. 

SCENE Il.—r/ie same. 

Enter at one door Lucius, Iachimo, and the Roman 
army; and the British amy aK anoth&r. Leona - 
Tus Posthumus folloxmng, like a poor soldier. 
They march over, and go oat. Then enter again in 
skirmish, Iachimo and Posthumus : he van- 
quisheth and disarmeth Iachimo, and then leaves 
him.^ 

loch. The heaviness and guilt within my bosom 
Takes oil’ my manhood : I have belied a lady, 

The princess of this country, and the air on ’t 

* It will be oliserved throughout this act that the stage-direc- 
tions are extremely full, and that the action of the drama at 
the close ot the third srenu is entirely what was called a dumb 
show. The dr.ima preceding Sliakspere was full of such exam- 
ples. ButShakspere unifoiraly rejected the pi actice, except in 
this instance. We have followed in the stage-directions the 
original copy, which has been departed from by the modem 
editors. 
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Revengingly enfeebles me. Or, could this carl,* 

A very drudge of nature’s, have subdued me. 

In my profession ? Knighthoods and honours, borne 
As I wear mine, are titles but of scorn. 

If that thy gentry, Britain, go before 

This lout, as he exceeds our lords, the odds 

Is, that we scarce are men, and you are gods. [Exit 

The hattU continues ; the Britons fly ; Cysibelinb is 
taken ; then enter, to his rescue, Bklahius, Guide- 
Rius, and Arviraous. 

Bel. Stand, stand 1 We iiave the advantage of the 
ground; 

The lane is guarded ; nothing routs us but 
The villany of our fears. 

Qni., Arv. Stand, stand, and fight ! 

Enter PosTiiuMus, and seconds the Britons : They 
rescue Cyrbsline, and exeunt. Then, entffi 
Lucius, Iaciiiuo, and Imogen., 

Luc. Away, boy, from the troops, and save thyself: 
For friends kill friends, and the disorder ’s such 
As war were hood-wink ’d. 
lack. T is their fresh applies. 

hw>. It is a day turn’d strangely : Or llllhines 
Let 8 re-enforce, or fly. [Exeunt. 

SCENE III . — Another Part of the Field, 

Enter Posthumus and a British Lord. 

Lord. Cam’st thou from where they made the stand? 
Post. I did ; 

Though you, it seems, come from the fliers. 

Lord. 1 did. 

Post. No blame be to you, sir ; for all was lost, 

But that tlie heavens fought ; The king himself 
Of his wings destitute, the army broken, 

“ CrtW— churl. 
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And but the backs of Britans seen, all flying 
Through a strait lane ; the enemy full-hearted, 

Lolling the tongue with slaughtering, having work 
More plentiful than tools to do ’l, struck down 
Some mortally, some slightly touch’d, some falling 
Merely through fear ; that the strait pass was damm’d 
With dead men, hurt behind, and cowards living 
To die with lengthen’d shame. 

Lord. Where was fliis lane f 

Post Close by the battle, ditch’d, and wall d with 
turf; 

Which gave advantage to an ancient soldier, — 

An honest one, I warrant ; who deserv’d 
So long a breeding as his white beard came to. 

In doing this for his country ; — athwart the lane, 

He, with two striplings, (lads mure like to run 
The country base,® than to commit such slaughter ; 
With faces tit for masks, or rather fairer 
Than those for jireservation cas’d, or shame,) 

Made good the passage ; cried to those that fled, 

“ Our Britain’s harts die flying, not our men : 

To darkness fleet, souls that fly backwards ! Stand : 
Or we are ^mans, and will give you that 
Like beast^which you shun beastly ; and may save, 
But to look back in frown : stand, stand.” — These three, 
Three thousand confident, in act as many, 

(For three performers are the file when all 
The rest do nothing,) with this word, “ stand, stand,” 
Accommodated by the place, more charming 
With their own nobleness, (which could have turn’d 
A distalT to a lance,) gilded pale looks, 

Part shame, part spirit renew’d ; that some, turn’d 
coward 

But by example (0, a sin in war. 

Damn’d in the first beginners !) ’gan to look 
The way that they did, and to grin like lions 
“ Countiy-base~~i\ie rustic game of prison bars, or prison bale. 
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Upon the pike* o* the hunter*. Then began 
A stop i’ the chaser, a retire ; anon, 

A rout, confusion thick : Forthwith, they fly 
Chickens, the way which they stoop'd eagles ; slaves, 
The strides they victors made : And now our cowards 
(Like fragments in hard voyages) became 
The life o' the need, having found the back-door open 
Of the unguarded hearts : Heavens, how they wound ! 
Some slain before ; some dying ; some their friends 
O’er-borne i' the former wave ; ten, chas'd by one. 

Are now eacii one the slaughter-man of twenty *• 

Those that would die or ere resist are grown 
The muital bugs" o’ the field. 

Liyrd. This was strange chance : 

A ^iTow lane ! an old man, and two boys ! 

Post Nay, do not wonder at it : You are made 
Ratlier to wonder at the tilings you liear, 

Tlian to work any. Will you rhyme upon 't, 

And vent it for a mockery ? Here is one ; 

“ Two boys, an old man twice a boy, a lane, 

Preserv’d the Britons, was the Romans’ bane.” 

Loi'd, Nay, be not angry, sir. 

Post, 'Lack, to what end ! 

Who dares not stand his foe, 1 ’ll be his friend : 

For if he 'll do, as he is made to do, 

1 know he 'll quickly fly my friendship too. 

You have put me into rhyme. 

Lord. Faiewell ; you are angry. [Exit. 

Post. Still going ? — ^Tliis is a lord ! O noble misery ! 
To be i' the field, and ask wiiat news of me ! 

To-day, how many would have given their honours 
To have sav’d their carcasses ? took heel to do 't, 

And yet died too ? I, in mine own woe charm'd, 
Could not find deatli wiiere 1 did hear liim groan ; 

Nor feel him where he struck : Being an ugly monster, 
'T is strange he liides him in fresh cups, soft iieds, 

* Btt^s — ^terrors. 
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Sweet words ; or hath more ministers than we 
That draw his knives i' the war. — Well, I will find 
him : 

For being now a favourer to the Briton, 

No more a Britou, 1 have resum'd again 
The part I came in : Fight I will no more, 

But yield me to the veriest hind that shall 
Once touch my shoulder. Great the slaughter is 
Here made by the Roman ; great the answer be 
Britons must take ; For me, my ransom ‘s death ; 

On either side 1 come to spend my breath ; 

Which neither here 1 'll keep, nor bear again, 

But end it by some means for Imogen. 

Enter two Captains, and Soldiers. 

1 Cap, Great Jupiter be prais'd ! Lucius is taken : 
’T is thought the old man and his sons were angels. 

2 Cap. There was a fourth man, in a silly liabit, 
That gave the afimnt" with them. 

1 Cap. So ’t is reported ; 

But none of them can be found. — Stand ! who is there ? 

Post. A Roman ; 

Who had not now been drooping here, if seconds 
Had answer'd him. 

2 Cap. Lay hands on him ; a dog I 

A leg of Rome shall not return to tell 

Wliat crows have peck'd them here; He brags his 
service 

As if he were of note : bring him to the king. 

Enter Cymbeline, Belarius, Guiderius, Arvi- 
KAUus, PisANio, and Roman Captives. TAc Cap- 
tains present Posthuuus to Cyhbelinx, wno 
delivers him over to <t Gaoler. 


encounter. 
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SCENE IV.— X Prison. 

Enter Posthuicus, and two Gaolers. 

1 Gaol. You shall not now be stolen, you have locks 

upon you ; 

So, graze, as you find pasture. 

2 Gaol. Ay, or a stomach. 

[^Exeunt Gaolers. 

Post. Most welcome, bondage ! for thou art a way, 

I think, to liberty : Yet am I b^etter 
Than one tliat 's sick o* the gout : since he had rather 
Groan so in perpetuity, than be cur’d 
By the sure physician, death, who is the key 
To unbar these locks. My conscience! thou art fetterM 
More than my shanks and wrists : You good gods, give 
me 

The penitent instrument, to pick that bolt. 

Then, free for ever ! Is ’t enough I am sorry ? 

So children temjx)ral fathers do appease ; 

Gods are more full of mercy. Must I repent ? 

I cannot do it better than in gyves, 

Desir’d, more than constrain’d : to satisfy, 

If of my freedom ’t is the main part, take 
No stricter render of me, than my all. 

I know you are more clement than vile men. 

Who of their broken debtors take a third, 

A sixth, a tenth, letting them thrive again 
On their abatement : that ’s not my desire : 

For Imogen’s dear life take mine ; and though 
’T is not so dear, yet ’t is a life ; you coin’d it : 

’Tween man and man, they weigh not every stamp ; 
Though light, take pieces for the figure’s sake : 

You rather mine, being yours : And so, great powers, 
If you will take this audit, take this life, 

And cancel these cold bonds. O Imogen ! 

1 ’ll speak to thee in silence. [He sleeps. 
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Solemn Music, Enter, as in an apparition, Sicilius Leonatus, 
father to Posthumus, an old man, attired like a war) tor ; lead- 
ing in his hand an ancient matron, h>s wife, and mother to 
PosrttvMus, With music hefote them. Then, nfer other music, 
follow the Two young Lconati, brothers to Posihumus, with 
wounds, as they died in the wuis. They circle Posthumus 
round, as he lies sleeping. 

Sici. No more, thou thundor- master, sho^ 

Thy spite on mortal flies ; 

With Mars lull out, with Juno chide, 

'I'hat thy adulteries 

Kates and reven^^es. 

Hath mv poor boy done aught but well 
Whose face 1 ne\er saw ^ 

1 died, whilst in the womb he stay'd 
Attending Nature’s law. 

Whose father then (as men report, 

Thou orphans’ father uit,) 

Thou shouldst hase been, and shielded him 
From this caiih- vexing smart. 

Moth, Luciiia lent not me her aid. 

But took me in my throes ; 

That from me was Posthumus ripp’d, 

Came crying ’raoiigst his foes, 

A thing of pity ! 

Sici, Great nature, like his ancestry. 

Moulded the stuff so fair, 

That he deserv’d the praise o’ the world. 

As great Sicilius' heir. 

1 Bro, When once he was mature for man. 

In Britain whore was he 
That could stand up his parallel ; 

Or fruittul object be 
In e>e of Imogen, that best 

Could deem his dignity ^ 

Moth. With marriage wherefore w'as he mock’d, 

To be exil’d, and thrown 
From Leonati* seat, and i»t 

From her his dearest one. 

Sweet Imogen ? 

Sici. Why did you suffer lachimo, 

Slight thing of Italy, 

To taint liis noblei heart and brain 
With needless jealousy ; 
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And to become the geek and scorn 
O* the oUter's villany ? 

2 Bro, For this, from stiller seats we e«ime. 

Our parents and us twain. 

I'hat, striking In our country’s cause, 

Fell bravely, and were slain ; 

Diir fealty, and Tenantius* righti 
With honour to maintain. 

1 Bro. Like hardiment Posthumua hath 

To Cymb«'line perform’d ; 

'I'hen J^iter, thou king of gods, 

Wliy hast thou thus adjourn’d 
The graces for lus merits due ; 

Being all to dolours turn’d ? 

Std. Thy crystal window ope ; look out , 

No longer exercise. 

UiKin a valiant race, thy harsh 
And potent injuries. 

Moth. Since, .lupiter, our son is good. 

Take otT hU miseries. 

Stci. Peep through thy marble mansion ; help ! 

Or we poor ghosts will ci y 
To the shining synod of the rest. 

Against thy deity. 

2 Bro. Help, Jupiter; or we appeal, 

And fiom thy justice fly. 

JupiTFR descends in thunder and lightning, sitting upon an eagle: 
he throws a thunder^bolt. The Ohosts fall on their hnees. 

Jup. No more, you petty spirits of region low, 

OflTend our hearing : hush 1 — How dare you ghools 
Accuse the thunderer, w'hose bolt you know, 

Sk> -planted, batters all rebelling coasts ? 

Poor shadow s of Elysium, hence : and rest 
Upon your ne\er>witheTmg bunks of flowers: 

Be not with mortal accidents opprest ; 

No care of yours it is ; you know, ’tis ours. 

Whom best I love I cross to make my gift, 

The more delay'd, delighted. Be content ; 

Your low-laid son our godhead will uplift : 

His comfoits thrive, his trials well are spent. 

Our Jovial star reign’d at his birth, and in 
Our temple was he inarried.-^Rise, and fade t— 

He shall be lord of lady Imogen, 

And happier much by his affliction made. 
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Tins tablet lay upon his breast; wherein 
Our pleasuie liia full fortune dpth confine ; 

And so, away : no farther with your dm 

Expiess impatience, lest you stir up mine. — 

Mount, eagle, to my palace crystalline. [Ascendt. 

Sict. He came in thunder ; his celestial breath 
Was sulphurous to smell : the holy eagle 
Stoop'd, as to foot us. his .iscension is 
Mure sweet than our bless’d fields . his royal bird 
Piune:^ the immortal wing, and cloys his beak, 

As when his god is pleas'd. 

Ail. Th.inks, J upiter * 

Sici. The marble pavement closes, he is enter’d 
His radiant roof: — Away 1 and, to be blest, 

Let us with care perform his great behest. [fJAorts vanish. 

Post. [Waking^ Sleeji, thou hast been a graiidsire, 
and begot 

A father to me : and thou hast created 
A mother, and two brothers ; But — O scorn ! — 

Gone ! they went hence so soon as they were born. 

And so I am awake. Poor wretches that depend 
On greatness' favour dream as I have done ; 

Wake, and find nothing. But, alas, I swerve : 

Many dream not to find, neither deserve, 

Aud yet are steep'd in favours ; so am 1, 

That have this golden chance, and know not why 
What fairies haunt this ground ? A book ? 0 rare one ! 
Be not, as is our fatigled** world, a garment 
Nobler than that it covers : let thy effects 
So follow, to be most unlike our courtiers, 

As good as promise. 

[Reads ] When as a lion’s whelp shall, to himself unknown, 
without seeking, find, and be embr-oced by a piece of tender .lir : 
and when from a stately cedar shall l>e lojiped brnnehes, which, 
being dead many years, bhall after revive, be joinic'^ to the old 
stock, and freshly glow ; tin n shall Pobthumiis end liU miseries, 
Britain be fortunate, and llourish in peace and plenty. 


* Fangled. This word is very rarely used without the epilbcl 

ntw; yeifangle means nii innoviition. 
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ig still a dream ; or else such stuff as madmen 
Tongue, and brain not : either both, or nothing : 

Or senseless speaking, or a speaking such 
As sense cannot untie. Be what it is, 

The action of my life is like it^ which 
I ’ll keep, if but for sympathy. 

Enter Gaoler. 

Gaol. Come, sir, are you ready for death ? 

Post. Over-roosted rather : ready long ago. 

Gaol. Hanging is the word, sir; if you l>e ready foi 
that you are well rooked. 

Post. So, if I prove a good repast to the s|)ectators 
the dish pays the shot. 

Gaol. A heavy reckoning for you, sir : But the com- 
fort is, you shall be called to no more payments, fear 
no more tavern bills ; which are often die sadness of 
jiiirting, as the procuring of mirth ; you come in faint 
for want of meat, depart reeling with too much drink ; 
sorry that you have paid too much, and sorry that you 
are paid too much ; purse and brain both empty ; the 
brain the heavier for being too light, the purse too light, 
being drawn of heaviness : O ! of this contradiction you 
shall now be quit. — O, the charity of a penny cord ! it 
sums up thousands in a trice : you have no true debitor 
and creditor but it ; of what ’s past, is, and to come, the 
discharge : — ^Your neck, sir, is pen, book, and counters ; 
so the acquittance follows. 

Post. 1 am merrier to die than thou art to live. 

Gaol. Indeed, sir, he that sleeps feels not the tooth- 
ache : But a man that were to sleep your sleep, and a 
hangman to help him to bed, I think be would change 
places with his officer; for, look you, sir, you know not 
which way you shall go. 

Post. Yes, indeed, do I, fellow 

Gaol. Your death has eyes in 's head then ; 1 have 
not seen him so pictured : you must either be directed 
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by some that take upon them to know ; or take upon 
yourself that which 1 am sure you do not know ; for, 
jumi) the after- inquiry on your own peril, and how you 
■hall speed in your journey’s end, I think you ’ll never 
return to tell one. 

Post. I tell thee, fellow, there are none want eyes to 
direct them the way 1 am going, but such as wink, and 
will not use them. 

Gaol. What an infinite mock is this, that a man 
should have the best use of eyes to see the way of 1)1 ind- 
ness ! 1 am sure hanging ’s the way of winking. 

Fjnter a Messenger. 

Mess. Knock off his manacles ; bring your prisoner 
to the king. 

Post. Thou bririg’st good news ; — I am called to l)e 
made free. 

Gaol. 1 ’ll be hanged then. 

Post Thou shalt be then freer than a gaoler ; no bolts 
foi the dead. [Exeunt Post, and Mess. 

Gaol. Unless a man would marry a gallows, and 
beget young gibbets, I never saw one so prone.* Yet, 
on my conscience, there are verier knaves desire to live, 
for all he be a Roman : and there be some of them ttio 
that die against their wills : so should I, if I were one. 
1 would we were all of one mind, and one mind good ; 
O, there were desolation of gaolers and gallowses ! 1 

speak against my present profit ; but my wish hath a 
preferment in ’t. [Exeunt. 

SCENE V. — Cymbeline’s Tent. 

Enter Cymbelinu, Belarius, Gitiderius, Arvira- 

Qus, PibAMO, Lords, Officers, and Attendants. 

Cym. Stand by my side, you whom the gods have 
made 


Prose— forwardt 
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9ift no trace of him. 

Cvm. mv giiet, 1 «m 
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[Tn BiLAitiua, QmiJmBsnm-amd Ab^iraovii. 
By whom I grant ahe Hyes:— T uMr ihe than 
To aak of whence ton aie: — lepoiiit 
Ba. 

In Cambria aite we bom, and gentlaMis 
further to boaat w«re neite tme M mod&tt, 
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By medioine yrolong^d, yet death 

Will seiie the How ended ehe? 

Cor. With hcflSr, madly dpng, like her life^ 
Which, being cruel to the world, concluded 
Most cruel to heridf. What she confess’d 
1 will report, ao please you : These her women 
Gan trip me, if Ihf rr ; who, with wet cheeks, 

Were present w SEahe finished. 

Cym. Prithee, say. 

Cor. Firsts sh/Kbfess'd she never lov*d you ; only 
Affected greatness got by you, ifbt you : 

Married your royalty, was wife to your place ; 

Abhorr'd your person. 

Cym. She alone knew this : 

And, but she spoke it dying, 1 would not 
Believe her lips in openmg it. Proceed. 

Cor. Your daughter, wnom she bore in hand to love 
With such intemty, she did confess 
Was as a scomion tdHier sight; whose life, 

But that her night nreventcd she had 
Ta'en off by poi^pL 

Cym. O most delicate tad ! 

Who is 't can read a %oman f^lf pfp^nore f 

Cor. More, sir, and worse. She Ad confess she had 
For you a mortal mineral ; which, being took, 

Should by the minute feed on life, and, ling’iing, 

By inches waste you : In which time she purpos'd, 

By watching, weeping, tendance, kuBin|, to 
O'ei^me you with her show : yes, and m time, 

When she had fitted you with her craft, to work 
Her son into the ado^on of the crown : 

But, failing of her end by his strange absence^ 

Grew dianidosmlespnite ; open'd, in despite 
Of heaven and mm, her purposes; womM 
The evils she Iw^'d were not effected ; so^ 

Despairing, oiE^ 

Cym. ^Ilteard yon all this, her women t 
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Laity. We did, so pleaee your higfaneii. 

Cym. Mine eyes 

Were not in feolt, for ilie was beautiftil ; 

Mine ears, that beard her flattery ; nor my heart, ^ 

That thought her like her seeming : it had been vicious 
To have mistrusted her : yei, O my dai^hter 1 
That it was folly in me, thou mayrt say, 

And prove it in thy feeling. Heave^ mend all ! 

Bnter Lucius, Iaohiuo, the Soothsayer, and other 
Roman priaonersy guarded; Posthuxus behind^ 
and luooEN. 

Thou com'st not, Caius, now for tribute ; that 
T!it. Britons have raz'd out, thougii with the loss 
Of many a bold one ; whose kinsmen have made suit 
That their good souls may be appeas'd with slaughter 
Of you their captives, whioh Ourself have gpnnted : 

So, think of your estate. 

Luc. Consider, sir, the chance of war : the^ day 
Was yours hy accident; bad it gone with us, 

We should not, when the bloodies cool, have threaten'd 
Our prisoners with the sword. But since the gods 
Will have it thus, that nothing but our lives 
May be call'd ransom, let it come : sufficeth 
A l^man with a Roman's heart can suffer : 

Augustus lives to think on 't : and so much 
For my peculiar care. This one thing only 
1 will entreats my boy, a Briton bom, 

Let him be ransom'd: never master had 
A page so kind, so duteous, diligent, 

So tender over his occasions, true, 

So feat, so nurse-like : let his virtue join 

With my request, which, 1 *11 make wld, your highncM 

Cannot deny ; he hath done no Briton har^ 

Though he have serv'd a Roman : save him, sir. 

And spare no blood beside. 

I have surely seen him : 
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His favpqris teiiliar to me. 

Buy, tbott hast look'd thyself into my graces 
And.art mine own.— 1 know not why, nor whecefo^ 
To say live, boy : ne'er thank thy master ; live : ' 

And ask of Cymbeline what boon thou wilt^- 
Fitting my bwty and thy state, 1 11 give it ; 

Yea, ti^gh thou do demand a prisoner, 

The noblest ta'en. 

Imo, I humbly thank ^ur highness. 

lAtc. I do not bid thee beg my life, go^ lad 
And yet 1 know thou wilt. 

imo. No, no : alack, 

There 's other work in hand ; 1 see a thing 
Bitter to me as deadi ; your life, good master, 

Must shuffle for itself. 

Luc, The^ boy disdains me, 

He leaves me, scorns me : Briefly die their joys, 

That place them on the truth of girls and boys. 

Why stands he so perplex'd f 
Cym, What wouldst thdu, hdy ? 

1 love thee more and more ; think more and more 
What *s best to ask. KiMw'sthim thoirleok'st cm ? speak , 
Wilt have him liviaf Is he thy kint^^W friend f 
Imo, He is a Boman ; no more kSn m me 
Than I to your^ghoess ; who, being bom your vassal. 
Am somethingwigfr* 

Cym. * Wherefore ey'st him so I 
Imo. I 'll tell ytm, sir, in private, if yon please 
To give me headng. 

Cym, Ay, with all my heart, 

And lend my best attention. What 's thy name f 
Imo, Fidele,«r. 

Cym, ^ youth, my page ; 

I 'll be thy mattsr ? Vl^alk with me ; speak freely. 

[C]ri||pLpf«*and Imoobn eowoeroe apcurt* 
Bel, Is not thuiwy reviv'd from death 1 
Arv, One sand anotlier 
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Ni)t more iMemblet that tweet roty lad 
Who died, and wat Fiddle i— What thliik y«u1 
Oui, Jb^ lame dead duog 
Bel. Pieaae^ peaee! tee ftiriber; be ayiM w BOtf An- 
bear; 

Cveataret may be alike : were *t h% I am mia 
He would have epoke to tu. 

Oui. But we MW him dmiik 

Bel. Be lUent ; let 'a aee further. 

Pis. It it mf mktnm [iiadle. 

Since she it living, let the time run on 
To good, Of bad. [Cyw. and Iwo. eoiM Jbnsard. 

Cyni Cbme, eland thou by our side ; 

Make thy demand aloud. — Sir, [to Iach.] step you 
forth ; * 

Give answer to this boy, and do it ftedy ; 

Or, by our greatnem, and the grace of it, 

Which is our honour, bitter torture shall 

Winnow the truth from falsehood. — On, speak to him. 

Imo. My boon is, that thU gentleman may render 
Of whom he had this ring. 

Post. What ’t that to bimi [Aside. 

Cym. Tl^t diamond upon your finger, say 
How came it yours f 

Tach. Thou ’It torture me to leave unspoken that 
Which, to be spoke, would torture (bee. 

Cym. ^ How! met 

ZocA. 1 am glad to be constrain’d to utter that 
Which torments me to conceal — By villainy 
1 gut this ring ; ’t was Leonatus’ jesm : 

Whom thou didst banish ; and (which more may grieve 
thee 

As it doth me) a nobler sir ne’er liv’d 
’Twixt sky and ground. Wilt thou hMi moie^ my bird ? 
Cym. All that belongs to this. 
loch. That paragto, thy daughter,— 

For whom my heart drops blood, attd n^ fiilM spiritt 
Quail to remember,— Give me leave } 1 fhint 
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Cym, My daughter! what of herf Renew thy 
strength : 

I had rather thou shouldst live while nature will, 

Than die ere I hear more : strive, man, and spealc. 

lack. Upon a time, (unhappy was the clock 
That struck the hour I) it was m Rome, (accursed 
The mansion where I) ^t was at a feast, (0 'would 
Our viands had been^poisou'd! or, at least, 

Those which I heav'd to head !) the good Posthumus, 
(What should 1 say 1 he was too good, to be 
Whoe ill men were ; and was the best of all 
Amongst the rar'st of good ones,) sitting sadly, 

Hearing us praise our loves of^lialy 
For beauty diat made barren the swell'd boast 
Of him that best cbuld speak ; for feature, laming 
The shrine of Venus, or straight-pight Minerva, 
Postures beyond brief nature ; for condition, 

A shop of all the qualities that man 

Loves woman for ; besides, that hook of wiving. 

Fairness, which strikes the eye 

Cym, 1 stand on fiif i 

Gome to the matter. 

Ictch. All too soon I shall, 

Unless thou wouldst grieve quickly. — ^This Posthumus 
(Most like a noble lord in love, and cme 
That had a royal lover) took this hint ; ^ 

And, not dispraising whom we prais'd, (therein 

He was as calm as virtue,) he 

His mistress' picture; which by his tongue beiiig made^ 

And then a mind put in 't, either our brags 

Were crack'd of kitchen trulls, or his description 

Prov'd us unspeaking sots. 

Cym, Nay, nay, to the puipose. 

lack. Your daughter's chaftity^^^eve U begms* 

He spake of her, as Dian had hot dseami^^ 

And she alone were cold : Whereat, I, wretch I 
Made scruple of his praise f and, wager'd with him 
Pieces of gold, 'gainst this wld<m then he wore 



SocvkVO 


CYMBBLIKE. 


ni 


Upon his honoiir'd finger, to attain 

In suit the place of his bed, and win this ring 

By hets and mine adultery : he^ true knighl^ 

No lesser of her honour oonfidsnt 

Than I <Bd truly find her, stakes this ring; 

And would so^ had it bean a caibune)n 
Of Phosbus' wheel 5 and might so vMfi had it 
Been idl the worth of his car. Awegf ^Jlkini 
Post 1 in this design : Well may you, shr. 

Bemember me at conr^ where I wga taught 

Of your ohnete dangfater the wide difikrnm 

*Twixt amosoua and villainous. Being thus quench'd 

Of hope, not longing, mine Italian brain 

'Gan in your duller Britain.opesate 

Most vilely ; for.my vantft^, excellent ; 

And, to be brief, my practice so prevaird 
That 1 return’d with simular proof enough 
To make the noble Leonatus mad, 

By wounding his belief in her renown 
With tokens thus, and thus ; averring notes 
Of chambei>hanging^ pictures, this her bracelet, 

(O, cunning, how 1 got it !) nay, some marks 
Of secret on her person, that he could not 
But think her bond of chastity quite crack’d, 

I having ta’en the forfeit Whereupon, — 

Methinks, 1 ^ him now, — 

Post Ay, so thou dost, [Coming forwtrd. 

Italian fiend ! — Ah me^ most credulous fool, 

Egregious murderer, thief, any thing 
That ’s due to all viUains past, in being. 

To come!—- 0, give me cord, or knife^ or poison, 

Some upright justicer !* Thou, king, send out 
For torturers ingenious ; it is I 
That all the abbotzed things o' the earth anpiA 
By being worse than they. I am Postbum^ 

That kUi'd thy daughter t^iUgin^lika, I lie; 

• JtuHeer, This fine old word is used severe, fimee th * Leer** 
It is found In our ancient law-books. 
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That caus'd a lesser rillaiu than myself, 

A sacrilegious tiiief, to do 't s^the tem^e 
Of virtue was she ; yea, and she herself. 

Spit, and throw stones, cast mire upon me, set 
The dogs o' the street to bay me : evory vilkun 
Be call’d PosthuoKis Leonatos ; and 
Be villuny leal than 't waali**>«0 Imegan I 
My qamtt my hie, my viiil O Imegan, 

Imogen, Imogen I 

Imo. Peace, my lord ; hear, hear !— 

Poet Shall 's have a play of^ thisf Thou soomfal page^ 
There lie thy part [Striking her: ahefdlk. 

Pm. O, gentlemen, help 

Mine, and your mistress my lo^ Posttranras ! 
You ne'er Ull'd Imogen till now t — Help, bdp! — 
Mine honour’d lady! 

Cym. Does the world go round f 

Post How come these staggers on met 
Pis, Wak^ my mistress ! 

Cgm. If this be so, the gods do mean to strike me 
To death with mortal joy. 

Pis. How fares my mistress ^ 

Imo. O, get thee from my sight ; 


Thou gav'st me poison : dangerous fellow, hence? 
Breads not whero princes are ! 

The ! 


The gods throw stones of sulphur on dM, if 
Tliat bo 3 ( 1 gave you was not thought by me 
A precious tiling ; 1 bad it 6om the queen. 

Cym, New matter still f 

Imo. H poison'd me. 

Cor. ^ 

I left out one thing queen oonm'd, 

Which must 8ppr^^ig]B|| oonest : if Pisanio 
Hav^ said she, givdN|pi^Ki|itreis that confection 
Which I gave she is serv'd 

As I would serve a ra^ 
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Cym. Wbftt 't tfau^ Cdmelxus f 

Cor, The ^ueen, eiri very oft hnporhm’d me 
To temper poieons ftirlier; tdll prHHidmg 
The latJsfaotioB of her knowledge only 
In killing ifeatnree vile^ aoenle end dogi 
Ofnoeiteemt Ig dvend^ that Itar nU|ioee 
Wgs of more dialer, did eoCDpoiuld At her 
T oertahi etelTg whioh, bikg would oAAo 
Ahe present pow«r of lift s bed, m dunt thtte^ 

All offices of nature should again 
Do their due luiictions^HaTe you ta^en of itf 
Imo, Most like 1 did, for 1 was dead. 

Bel. My boys, 

There was our error. 

OuL This ie sore, ^dele. 

hn$. Why did you throw your wedded lady from 
yout 

Think that you are upon a rock, and now 

Throw me again. [Embracing him. 

Poet Hang there liko fhii^ my soul, 

Till the tree die! 

Cym. How now, my flesh, my child f 

Wliat, mak'st fliou me a dullard in actt 
Wilt thou not speak to me ? 

Jmo. Your blessing, sir. [KneeUng. 

BeL Though you did love this youth, I blame ye not ; 
You had a motive for it ,To Qvi, and Ary, 

Cym. My tears, ^t fall. 

Prove holy water on thee ! Imogen, 

Thy motW *s dead. 

Imo. I am sorry for \ my lent 

Cym. O, she was naught ; and long of her it was 
That we meet here so strangely : But me son 
Is gone, we know not how, nor where. 

P». MyM, 

Now fear it from me, I H speak Mh. Lord Cloteng 

Upon my lady’s missing, came to me 

With his sword dnwn ; foam’d at the mouth, and swore 
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If I discover'd not which way she was gone, 

It was my instant death : By accident^ 

I had a feigned letter of my master's 
Th^ in my pocket ; which directed him 
To seek her on the mountains near to Milford ; 

Where, in a frenzy, in my master's garments, 

Which he inforc'd iVom me, away be posts 
With unchaste purpose, and with oath to violate 
My lady's honcw : what become of him, 

I further know not 

Ouu Let me end the story : 

I slew him there. 

Cym. Marry, the gods forefend ! 

I would not thy good deeds should from my lips 
Pluck a hard sentence : prithee^ valiant youth, 

Deny 't again. 

Gui. I have spoke i1^ and I did it. 

Cym» He was a prince. 

Gui. A most incivil one ; The wrongs he did 
Were nothing prince-like; for he did provoke me 
With language that would make me spurn the sea, 

If it could so roar to me ; I cut off 's bead ; 

And am right glad he is not standing here 
To tell this tale of mine. 

Cym, I am sorry for tliee. 

By thine own tongue thou art condemn’d, and must 
Endure our law : Thou art dead. 

Imo, That headless man 

I thought had been my lord. 

Cym. Bind the offender, 

And our presence. 

This than the man he slw, 

As w^^nPSjmed as thyself ; and h^ 

More orwjptofBrit^ than a band of Glotens 

his arms alone ; [To thegumrd, 
The%||m ndi; bom for bondage. 

Why, old soldier. 
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Wilt thou undo the worth thou art unpaid for, 

By tasting of our wrath f How of descent 
As good as we t 

Arv, In that be spalce too far. 

Cym, And thou shalt die for 
Bel, We will die all thMtH 

But 1 will prove, that two of us are as good 
As I have given out him.^My sons, 1 must, 

For mine own part, unfold a dangerous speech, 

Though, haply, well for you. 

Arv. Yohr danger ^s ours. 

Gut. And our good his. 

Bel. Have at it then. — 

By leave; — Thou hadst, great king, a subject who 
Was call’d Belarius. 

Cym. What of hinaf he is 

A banish’d traitor. v 

Bel. . that hath 

Assum’d this age :• indeed, a banish’d man ; 

1 know not how a traitor. 

Cym. Take him hence; 

The whole world shall not save him. 

Bel. Not too hot: 

First pay me for the nursing of thy sons ; 

And let it be confiscate all, so soon 
As 1 have receiv’d it, 

Cym. Nursing of my sons f 

Bel. 1 am too blunt and saucy : Here ’s my knee 
Ere I arise 1 will prefer my sons ; 

Then, spare not the old father. Mighty sir, 

These two young gentlemen, that ci^ ine,M», 

And think they are my sons, are none of toiniigi 
They are the issue of your loins, my 
And blood of your begetting. 

Cym. Hdwl toy uanet 

Bel So sure as you your father’s* 1, old Morgan* 

Amm*d thi$ on these appeaianoes of SfS. 
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Am that Bdariua whmA jou mmBthm baouhU: 
%pi]»*plel|^ wm mj merfr oifeoca^ my 
all my treaion : that I suffer'd 
ham I did These gmtle princes 
Mch and so they are) these twenty yean 
Haea 1 tBaia^d up : those arts (hey have, m I 
GejMld put into them; my faceadiog was, air, as 
Your highness knowa Their nune, Euriphile, 
Whom for the theft 1 wedded, stole these children 
Upon my banishment : | jgnprldther to 't ; 

Having received the puimunant 

For that which 1 did then : Baa%m |i>|i)|yalty, 

Excited me to treasons Their dear le^ 

The more of you 'twas felt, (ha fhhp'd 

Unto my end of stealing them. gracious sir, 

Here are your sons a^nw ; ani^lffalhuBt lose 
*" ^ ix the world : 



they axe worthy 


lou weep'st, and speak'st. 
have done^ is more 
tall’st : I lost my children ; 


Two of the sweet'st (M] 

The benediction of th 
Fall on tbeia'heads ^ 

To iiilaiir heayen wit 
' - A# , 

Th* A^ide^ ^hat mil 
TJjiljfisitIfan this thou 
VnSlMFbe they, I know imt how to wish 
^ 'uur iff worthier sons. 

Be pleas'd awhile.— 
This gttitlemaa, whom 1 call Polydore, 

Most ptiincf, as yours, is true Guiderius : 

Xlixs my Gadwal, Arvu4gus, 

Your was lapp'd 

mantle, wrought by the hand 

SI. Gkiiderius had 

his Hack a Htdii a sanguine star^ 

~ a aaaik <ff wonder. 
jmmwi This is he ; 

lia(h upon him stiU (hat natural stamp : 


Of 
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It in aw 

To Ui «rid#lo6 now. * 

Cffm, O, what am 1 

Aniotkw«vill«hli1h*<^^ l^^rntBOSam 

tMBnrira&n^ ouw ;«-*BteiB*d mar yoa ho, 

That, alnr ddiltxaiige atiYting from your oiiw, 

You may i«gn in them now 1-^ Imogvii, 

Thou hut lost by friia a kingdom. 

/mo. No, my krd ; 

llmve got Mvo worldi by V-0 my tan^ h w iliw% 
Have we thuf motf O neyevaay hemafler 
But 1 am tmAil apeaker : you calPd me brofrwr, 

When 1 wa« but your aieter ; I you hio6am, 

When you were lo indeed. 

Cym. Did you e*er meetf 

Arv. Ay, my good lord. 

Crui. And at first meeting lov'd ; 

Continued so, until we thought he died. 

Cor, By the queen's dram the swallow'A 
Cym, *} O note instinct ! 

When shall I hear all thsough? This fierce abridgment 
Hath to it circumstantial branches, which 
Distinction should be rich in.-^Wheie^ how liv'd you, 
And when came you to serve our Roman captive? 

How parted with your bmthers ? bow first met them f 
Why fled you from the court ? and whither 9 Theae^ 
And your three n^ves to the battle, with 
1 know not how much more, should be demanded ; 

And all the other by-dependenciei^ 

From chance to chance 9 but nor ^ thtae^ HOT pilaee^ 
Will serve our long int^atories. Bae^ 

Posthumus anchors upon ImOgeikt; 

And she, like harmless lightnmg^lMlImlim^^d^ 

On him, her brothen, me, her mashim 
Each object wit^ joy ; die eounldimnge 
Is severally in all. Let '• qiiit4hitf;|poia^ 

And smoke the temple with our sammces. 

Thou art rnybrntfaer; 8owe1lbo]dlliie«vaB* [HtBmL 
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dMay father too; and did relieve me 
To gtiolitiis eeaeon. 

All o’eijoy’d, 

S^e tliese in bondf ; let them be joyful too, 

Fir they ihall teste our comfort 
Imo. My good master, 

1 will yet do you service. 

Luc. Happy be you ! 

Cym. The forlorn soldier that so nobly fought, 

He would have well becom*d this place, and grac’d 
The thankings of a king. 

Post ^ I am, sir, 

The soldier that did company ibese three 
In i^oor beseeming ; 't was a fitment for 
The purpose 1 then follow'd : — ^That 1 was he. 

Speak, lachimo ; I had you down, and might 
Have made you finish. ^ 

lack. I am down again : [Kineeling. 

But now my heavy conscience sinks my knee, 

As then your force did. that life, 'beseech you. 

Which I so often owe : but, your ring first ; 

And here the bracelet of the truest princess 
That ever swore her faith. 

Post, Kneel not to me ; 

The power that I have on you is to spare you ; 

The malice towards you to forgive you : Live, 

And deal with others better. ^ 

Cym. Nobly doom’d; 

We ’ll learn our of a son-in-law ; 

Pardon ’• the word to all. 

Arv, ^ You holp us, ^ sir, 

As you^did Indeed to be our brother ; 


Joy’d bH we Ihal^you are. 

Post, tTimr sert^jnt, jninces. — Good my lord of Rome, 
Call forth your sootbaayer : As I slej^ mefiiought, 
Great Jupiter, upon his nagle back. 

Appear'd to me, with other spritely shows 
Qf latiie own kindred : wheiTl wok’d, 1 found 
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Tbil label ooiB|r boBom $ whoee ewtiMikg' 
li 80 ftom wtmm in hardnesi, that 1 can 
no oollactkai * of H; let him Anw 
Hat «kai in the ooBitraatlon. 

Mrito. PhilarmonuB \ 

8oM^ Bme, my good lord. 

Luc. Read, and declare the meanings 

South. ritfladSc.] When ae a U<m*a wheln ihallj to himaelf ua* 
knowB) without aeeklng find, and "he embimaaa by a |itaee ef 
tender air; nad when fTooi a Matoly eadax dulu be loppM 
brunches, which, heinK dead many yean* dull after reiriTe, be 
Related to the iSW ttook, and ftoahly grow; then nhall Ibathu- 
mni end his inlierieB, Britain be rortttaate, and fiohridi la 
peace and plenty. 

Tbcxi, Leonatnty art the lion'e whelp $ 

The flt and apt conatruction of thy name, 

Being Leo-natua, doth import to much : 

The piece of tender air, thy yirtuoua daughter, 

[To Cykbbumb. 

Which we call molUa a&rj and mollis aer 
We term it mutter : which mutter 1 diyine 
It this most constant wife ; who, even 1)0W, 

Answering the letter of the oracle, 

Unknown to you, unsought, were clipped about 
With this most t^der air. 

Cym. This hath some ieeming. 

Sooth. The lofty cedar, royal Cymbelin^ ^ 
Personates diee : bnd thy lop^d branches point 
Thy two sons forth *.. who, by Belarius stolen, 

For many years thought dead, are now reviT*dt 
To the majestip cedar join'd $ whose issue 
Promises Britain peace and plenty. 

Cym. Well, 

My peace we will begin -And, Cains 
Although the victor, we submit to Csssar, ^ 

And to the Boman empire ; proxnising 
To pay our wanted tribute, from due which 

^ Gof/sonsn— coDsequeiwe dednesd fmm piemitos* 
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D fweQB, m juM 


our widMl 408811: 
juMoOi rbodt CO oeE, and haO)} 
i laid mo8t heavy 

oth. The flngen of the povere lehovo do tune 
ehannony of &if pOaoe. The vinon 
Which I m^e known to LnoMii^ ere the itroke 
Of flus yet eoAfoe-eeld battle^ at fhie initant 
le rail accompUiVd : Tor the Boman eagles 
fxm loafh t9 weeton wing loaring aloft, 
lifpien'd henei^ and in the baaaoe e'theaan 
^ ranuhtd ; which ^»eihow'd our ffinody eagile» 
The imperial tSum, riiould again unite 
Hii &vour with the radiant Cymheline, 

Which ahines here in the weat 


Cym. Land we the go(^; 

And let our crooked smokra climb to their nostrila 
I’^'rom our bleis'd altars! Publish we this peace 
To all our fodriects. Set we fbrwnrd : Let 
A Roman and a British ensign wave 
Friendly togetbm : eo through Lud^s town march : 

And in the te n A of great Jupiter 
Our peacewerll lotify ; seal it with feasts. 

Set on there Kever was a war did cease, 

Ere bloody handa were wash'd, with such a peace. 

[Exeunt 


*• The particle on is andeMtood. The lame form of txpwf 
slon ocean m * Othello*— 

** What eoniaratioiii and what miebtv nairia 
I won his daughter [with]." 
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INTRODUCTORY REMARKS. 


On Hie 6th of October, 1621, Thomas Walkley entered 
at Stationers’ Hall ‘Tlie Tragedie of Othello, the Moore 
of V enice.’ In 1622 Walkley published the edition for 
which he had thus claimed the copy. It is, as was usual 
witfl the separate plays, a small quarto. It is by no 
means certain to our minds that Walkley ’s edition was 
published bidbre the folio. The usual date of that edi- 
tion is 1623 ; but theie is a copy in existence bearing 
the date of 1622. We have, however, no doubt, that 
the copy of ^ Othello ’ in the folio was printed from a 
manuscript copy, without leference to the quarto. The 
folio edition is regularly divided into acts and scenes ; 
the quarto edition hiis not a single indication of any 
subdivision in tlie acts, and omits the division between 
Acts 11 . and iii. The folio edition contains 163 lines 
which are not found in tlie quarto, and these some of 
the most sti iking in the play : the number of lines found 
in the quarto whicli are not in the folio do not amount 
to 10. The quarto, then, has not the merit of l>eing the 
fuller copy. Believing the folio to be tlie more genuine 
copy, our text, for the most part, follows that authority. 

When Shakspere first became acquainted with the 
‘ Moor of Venice’ of Giraldi Cinthio (whether in the 

VOL. VIII. Y. 2 
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original Italian^ or the French translation, or in one of 
the little Story-books that familiarized the people with 
the romaiioe and the poetry of tiie south), he saw in that 
novel the scaffolding of ‘ Othello.’ There was fonnerly 
in Venice a valiant Moor, says the story. It came to 
pass tliat a virtuous lady of wonderful beauty, named 
Desdemona, became enamoured of his gieat qualities 
and noble virtues. The Moor loved her in lehun, and 
they were married in s])ite of the opposition of the lady’s 
friends. It happened too (says the story), that the senate 
of Venice appointed the Moor to the command of Cyprus, 
and that his lady delcnnined to accompany him thither. 
Amongst the oiliceis who attoided upon the General was 
an ensign, of the most agreeable person, but of the most 
depiaved natine. The wife of this man was the friend 
of Desdemona, and they spent much of their time toge- 
ther. The wicked ensign became violently enamoured 
of Desdemona ; but she, whose thoughts weie wholly 
engrossed by the Moor, was utteily legardless ot the 
ensign’s attentions His love then became terrible hate, 
and he resolved to accuse Desdemona to her husband of 
infidelity, and to connect with the accusation a captain 
of Cyprus. That officer, having struck a centinel, was 
discharged from his command iiy the Moor ; and Des- 
demona, interested in his favour, endeavoured to rein- 
state him in her husband’s good opinion. The Moor 
said one day to the ensign, that his wife was so impor- 
tunate for the restoration of the officer, that he must 
take him back. “ If you would open your eyes, you 
would see plainer,” said the ensign. The romance- 
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writer continues to display the perfidious intrigues of 
the ensign against Desdemona. He steals a liandker- 
chief which the Moor had given her, employing the 
agency of his own child. He contrives with the Moor 
to murder tlie captain of Cyprus, after he has made the 
credulous husband listen to a conversation to which he 
gives a lalse colour and direction ; and, finally, the 
Moor aiul the guilty officer destroy Desdi'iiiona together, 
umler circmii'itances of great biiitality. The crime is, 
howevei, concealed, and the Moor is finally hetiayed by 
ills .iccvnuplice. 

Mr. Dunlop, in ‘History of Fiction,’ has )jointed 
out the inatciial dinerences between the novel and the 
tragedy. He adds, “ In all these impoitaiit viiiations, 
Shalvs])cie has impioved on his original. In a few other 
particulars he has deviated from it with less judgment ; 
in most respects ho has adhered with close imitation. 
The characters of lago, Desdemona, and Cassio, are 
taken from Cintliio with scarcely a shade of dilVerence. 
TIk* obscure hints and various artifices of the villain to 
raise suspicion in the Moor are the same in the novel 
and the drama.” M. Guizot, with the eye of real cri- 
ticism, lias seen somewhat further than Mi. Dunlop: 
“ There was wanting in the narrative of Cintliio the 
poetical genius which fnmished tlie actors — which 
cieated the irulividuals — wliicli imposed upon each a 
figure and a character — which made us see their actions, 
and listen to their words — which pi eseiited their thoughts 
and penetrated their sentiments -.—that vivifying power 
which summons events to arise, to jirogress, to expand, 
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to be completed that creative breath which, breathing 
over die past, calls it again into being, and dlls it with 
a present and imperishable life this was the power 
which Shakspere alone possessed, and by which, out of a 
forgotten novel, he h.is made ‘ Othello.’ ” 
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PERSONS REPRESENTED. 


Duke op Venice. 

Appear'*, Act I. sc. 3. 

Brabantio, a senator; father to Desdemona. 
Appears, Act I. sc. 1 *, sc. 2 ; sc. 3. 

Two other Senators. 

Appear^ Act I. sc. 3. 

Gratiano, brother to Brabantio. 

Appears^ Act V. sc. 1 ; sc. 2. 

Lodovico, kinsman to Brabantio. 

Appears, Act IV. sc. 1 ; sc. 3. Act V. sc. 1 ; sc. 2. 

Othello, the Moor. 

Appeals, Act I. sc. 2 ; sc. 3. Act II. sc. 1 ; sc. 3. Act III. sc. 2 ; 
sc. 3 ; sc 4. Act IV. sc. 1 } sc. 2 ; sc. 3. Act V. sc. 1 ; sc. 2. 

Cassio, lieutenant to Othello, 

Appears, Act I. sc. 2. Act II. sc. 1 ; sc. 3. Art HI. sc I ; sc. 8 ; 
bC. 4 Act IV. sc. 1. Act V. sc. 1 ; sc. 2. 

Iaoo, ancient to Othello. 

Appears, Act I. sc. 1 ; sc. 2 ; sc. 3. Act II. sc. I ; sc. 3. Act III. 
sc. I ; sc. 2 ; sc. 3 ; sc. 4. Act IV. sc. I ; sc. 2. Act V. sc. I ; 

sc. 2. 

Rodekioo, a Venetian gentleman. 

Appears, Act I. sc. 1 ; sc. 2; sc. 3. Act II. .sc. I ; sc. 3. 

Act IV. sc. 2. ActV. sc. 1. 

Montano, Othello’s predecessor in the government of 
Cyprus. 

Appears, Act II. sc, 1 ; sc. 3. Act V. sc. 8. 
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Clown, servant to Othello. 

Appears, Act 111. sc. 1 ; sc. 4. 

Herald. 

Appeal Sf Act II. 6.C. J*. 

Desdemona, wife to Othello. 

Appears, Act I sc. 3. Act II sc. 1 ; sc. 3. Act III. sc. 3 ; sc. 4. 
Act IV. sc. 1 ; sc 2 ; sc. 3. Act V. sc. 2. 

Emilia, wife to lago. 

Appears, Act 11. sc. 1. Act III sc 1 ; sc. 3 ; sc. 4. Act IV. 
sc. 2 , sc 3 Act V. sc. 1 , sc. 2 

]IiANCA, a courtezan. 

Appears^ Act III. sc. 4. Act IV. sc. 1. Act V. sc. 1. 
SCENE, — Eon the First Act, in Venice; 

DURING the lIKhT OF THE Pl.Al, AT A SifiA* 
FORT IN CtPRUS. 
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ACT I. 

SCKNF I— Venice. A Street. 

Enter Roubuiuo and Iaoo. 

Rod Never tell me, I take it much unkindly 
Thai thou, Iiigo, who hast had my purse 
As if tile strings were thine, shouldst know of this. 

lago. But you ’ll not liear me. If ever I did dream 
Of such a matter, ahhor me. 

Rod. Thou told’st me, thou didst liold him in thy 
hate. 

lago. Desjiise me, if I do not. Three great ones of 
the city, 

In personal suit to make me his lieutenant, 

Ofl-c.ipp’d to him : and, by the faith of man, 

I know m> jirice, I am worth no worse a place : 

But he, as loving Ids own piide and purposes, 

Kvadcs tliem ; witii a lumibast circumstance, 

Horribly stutl'M with epithets of war, 

Nonsuits my mcdiatois. For, certes, says he, 

I have already chose my officer.® 

Pticnm^tnnce is cnrumlucution. In;;o docs not mean to any 
that OlhelU) nimlt* a Ions nsmarole speech to the three great 
oue>, and then nonsuited the mediators bj telling them he had 
already cliosen his oflicer; Iml, m the spiiit of calumny, he 
imputes to (Xludlo that, having chosen his officer before the 
personal suit was made to him for lago, he suppressed the fact; 
evaded the mediators ; and ooiisiutcd them w ith a bombast c r- 
cumstance. 
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And wliat was he ? 

Forsooth, a great arithmetician, 

One Michael Casiio, a Florentine, 

A fellow almost damn'd in a fair wife, 

That never set a squadron in the field. 

Nor the division of a battle knows 

More than a sjnnster; unless the bookish theorick, 

Wherein the tongucd consuls can propose 

As masterly os he : mere prattle, without practice, 

Is all his soldiership. But he, sir, had the election : 
And I, — of whom his eyes had seen the proof 
At Rhodes, at Cypnis, and on other grounds 
Chrisieii'd and heathen, — must be be-lee’d and calm’d^ 
By debitor and creditor : this counter-caster. 

He, in good time, must his lieutenant be, 

And I, — bless the mark ! his Moor-ship's ancient. 

Rod. By heaven, I rather would have been his hang- 
man. 

lago. Why, there ’s no remedy, ’t is tlie curse of 
service ; 

Preferment goes by letter and afiection. 

And not by old gradation, where each second 
Stood heir to the first. Now, sir, be judge yourself, 
Whether 1 in any just term am alfin'd 
To love the Moor. 

Rod. I would not follow him then. 

lago. O sir, content you ; 

1 follow him to serve my turn upcm him : 

We cannot all be masters, nor all masters 
Cannot be truly follow’d. You shall mark 
Many a duteous and knee-crooking knave, 

That, doting on his own obsequious bondage, 

Wears out his time, much like bis master’s ass. 

For nought but provender; and when he 's old, 
cashier’d ; 

” Be-lee*d and calm’d. lago uses terms of navigation to ex- 
press that Cas&io had out-sailed him. 
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Wbip me guch honest knaves : Others there are 
Who, trimm’d in forms and visages of duty, 

Keep yet tlieir hearts attending on themselves; 

And, throwing but shows of service on their lords, 

Do well thrive by them, and, when they have lin'd 
their coats, 

Do themselves homage : these fellows have some soul ; 
And such a one do I profess myself. For, sir, 

It is as sure as you are Rcwlerigo, 

W eie I the Moor I would not be lago. 

In following him I follow but myself; 

Heaven is my judge, not I for love and duty, 

But seeming so, for my peculiar end : 

For when my outward action doth demonstrate 
Tlie nati ve act and figure of my heart 
In complement extern,* ’t is not long after 
But I will wear my heart upon my sleeve 
For daws to peck at : lam not what I am. 

Rod, What a fall Fortune does the Thick-lips owe, 

If he can carry ’t thus ! 

lago. Gall up her fatlier, 

Rouse him : make after him, poison his delight, 
Proclaim him in the streets ; incense her kinsmen. 

And though he in a fertile climate dwell. 

Plague him with ilies : though that his joy be joy, 

Yet throw such chances of vexation on ’t, 

As it may lose some colour. 

Rod, Here is her father's house ; I ’ll call aloud. 
logo. Do ; with like timorous accent, and dire yell, 
As when (by night and negligence) the fire 
Is spied in jiopulous cities. 

^ In (implement extern. Johnson interprets this — " In that 
which I do only for an oiitwaid show of civility.” Surely this 
interpretation, by adopting the secondary meaning of cumpl^ 
ment (compliment), destroys lago*s bold avowal, which is, that 
when his actions exhibit the real intentions and motives of his 
lieart, in outroard completeness, he might as well wear it upon 
his sleeve. 
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Rod. What, hoa ! Brabantio ! signior Brabantio, 
hoa ! 

lago. Awake ; what, hoa ! Brabantio ! thieves ! 
thieves ! 

Look to your house, your daughter, and your bags ! 
Thieves ! tiiicves ! 

Brabantio, above. 

Bra. What is the reason of this terrible sommons? 
What is the matter tliere? 

Rod. Signior, is all your family within ? 
loffo. Are your doors lock’d V 

Bra. Why, wherefore ask you this ? 

lago. Sir, you arc rohb'd; for shame‘s })ut on you*' 
gown ; 

Your heart is bnrsi, you have lost half your soul •, 

Even now, now, very now, an old black ram 
1$ tunping your white ewe. Arise, arise; 

Awake the snorting citizens with the boll, 

Or else the devil will make a graii(Uiie of joii ; 

Arise, I say. 

Bra. What, have yon lost your wits '' 

Rod. Most reverend signior, do you know my voice? 
Bra. Not I ; what are you ? 

Rod. My name is Roderigo. 

Bra. The woiser welcome : 

I have charg’d thee not to haunt alioiit my doors : 

In honest plainness thou hast heard me say 
My daughter is not for thee ; and now', in madness, 
(Being full of supper and distempering draughts,) 

Upon malicious knavery, d(»tthou come 
To start iny quiet. 

,Rod. Sir, sir, sir, — 

Bra. But thou must needs Ire sure, 

® For shame. This is not used as u reproach, but means— /or 
decency put on your gown. 
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My spirit and my place have in their power 
To make this bitter to thee. 

Rod. Patience, good sir. 

Bra. Wiiat tell’st thou me of robbing ? this is 
Venice ; 

My house is not a grange." 

Rod. Most grave Brabantio, 

In simple and pure soul 1 come to you. 

Intfo Sir, you aie one of those that will uol serve 
God, il the devil bid you. Because we come to do you 
service, and you flunk we are ruffians, >ou ’ll have your 
daughter covered Avifh a Baibaiy liorse: you’ll have 
your nephews'* neigh to you : you ’ll have coursers foi 
cousins, and gonnots for germans. 

Bra. What profane wretch art thou ? 

Togo. I am (uie, sir, that comes to tell you your 
daughter and the Moor are making the beast with two 
backs. 

Bra. Thou art a villain. 

lago. You are a senator. 

Bra This thou shalt answer. 1 know thee, Roderigo 
Rod. Sir, 1 will answer any thing. But I beseech 
you, 

If 't be your pleasure and most wise consent, 

(As paitly I lind it is,) that your fair daughter, 

At this o<ld-even and dull watch o’ the night, 
Transported with no worse nor better guard, 

But with a knave of common hire, a gondolier, 

To tiie gross clasps of a lascivious Moor : 

If this be known to you, and your allowance, 

We then have done yon Ijold and saucy wrongs ; 

But if you know not this, my manners tell me 
We have your wrong rebuke. Do not believe 

® Giange. Stiictly speaking, the farm house of a munastery. 
But it is used by tlie old vinterb as a separate dwelling. 

'• Nephews. The word was formeily used to signify a grand- 
son, or any lineal descendant. 
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That, from the sense of all civility, 

1 thus would play and trifle with your reverence : 

Your daughter, — if you have not given her leave, — 

I say again, hath made a gross revolt ; 

Tying her duty, beauty, wit, and fortunes, 

In an extravagant * and wheeling stranger. 

Of here and every wliere : Straight satisfy yourself : 

If she be in her chamber, or your house, 

Let loose on me the justice of the state 
For thus deluding you. 

Bra, Strike on the tinder, boa ! 

Give me a taper ; call up all my people : 

This accident is not unlike my dream ; 

Belief of it oppresses me already : 

Light, I say I light ! [Exit from above, 

lago. Farewell ; for I must leave you : 

It seems not meet, nor wholesome to my place, 

To be produc’d (as, if I stay, I shall) 

Against the Moor ; For, I do know, the state, 

(However this may gall him with some check,) 

Cannot with safety cast him. For lie ’s embark’d 
With such loud reason to the Cy})ru8’ wars, 

(Which even now stiind in act,) that for their souls, 
Another of his fathom they have none 
To lead their business ; in which regard, 

Though 1 do hate him as I do hell jiains, 

Yet, foi necessity of present life, 

I must show out a flag and sign of love, 

Which is indeed but sign. That you shall surely find 
him, 

Lead to the Sagittary^ the raised search ; 

And there will I be with him. So, farewell. [Exit, 

wandering, unsettled. 

The Sagittary. Tins m genei ally taken to be an inn. It 
was the residence at the arsenal of the conunanding ofliccrs ot 
the na^y and army of the lepuhlic. The liguie of an uicher, 
i^ith his diaan bow, o\ei the gates, still indicates the place. 
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Entety heloWy Brab^tiOj (md ServantB voith torohe$* 

Bra. It is too true an evil : gone she is, 

And what ’s to come of my despised time 
Is nought but bitterness. Now, Roderigo, 

Where didst thou see her? — O, unhappy girl ! — 

Witli tile Moor, say'st tliou? — Who would be a father ? — 
How didst thou know ’t was she ? — O, she deceives me 
Past thought! — What said she to you? — Get more 
tajoers ; 

Raise all my kindred. — Are they married, think you? 
Bod. Truly, I think they aie. 

Bra. ( ) heaven ! — How got she out ? — O treason of 
tlie blood I — 

Fathers, from hence trust not your daughteis' minds 
By what you see them act.— Are there not charms 
By which tlie property of youtli and maidhood 
May be abus’d? Have you not read, Roderigo, 

Of some such thing ? 

Rod. Yes, sir; I have indeed. 

Bra, Call up my brother. — O, would you had bad 
her ’ — 

Some one way, some another. — Do you know 
Wiiere we may apprehend her and tlie Moor ? 

Rod. 1 think 1 can discover him, if you please 
To get good guard, and go along with me. 

Bra. Pray you, lead on. At every house I *11 call ; 
I may command at most ; — Get weapons, hoa ! 

And raise some special officers of night. — 

On, good Roderigo. 1 will deserve your pains. \Ex. 

SCENE II. — The same. Another Street. 

Enter Othello, Iaoo, and Attendants with torches. 

lago. Tliougli in the trade of war I have slain men, 
Yet do I hold it very stuff o’ the conscience, 

“ S^u^matter, material. The stuff of the conscience is the 
very substance of the conscience. 
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To do no contriv’d murder : I lack iniquity 
Sometime to do me service : Nine or ten times 
I had thought to have yerk’d him here under tlie ribs. 
0th, ’T is better as it is. 
lago. Nay, but he prated, 

And spoke such scurvy and provoking terms 
Against your honour, 

That, with the little godliness I have, 

I did liill hard forbear him. But, I pray you, sir, 

Are you fast married? Be assur'd of this, 

That the magiiltico is mucli belov’d. 

And liatij, in liis etlecl, a voice ])olenlial, 

As double as the duke’s : he will dl voice you ; 

Or put upon you what restiaint and giievaiice 
The law (with all liis might to enforce it on) 

Will give him cable. 

Oih. Let him do his spite : 

My services, which I have done the signiory. 

Shall out-longue liis complaints. ’T is yet to know, 
(Which, when I know that boasting is an honour, 

I sliall promulgate,) I fetch my life and being 
From men of royal siege f and my demerits 
May speak, unbonneted, ^ to as proud a fortune 
As this that I have reacli’d ; For know, lago, 

But that 1 love the gentle Desdemoiia, 

I would not my unhoused® free condition 
Put into circumscription and confine 

“ Siege, A ttege rojal was a throne, an elevated seat. 

>> Unbonneted. I'heobald says, to si>euk unbnnneted is to 
speak with the cap oil', winch is directly opposed to the poet’s 
meaning. Mr. Fuseli suggested an ingenious explauiitiun, that 
as at Venice the cap or bonnet constituted an important distinc- 
tion, so the demerits of Othello might speak for themselves 
without any extrinsic honours. Demerits is used in the sense 
of merits; rnereo and demereo being synonymous in Latin. 

® Johnson explains unhoused — fiee from domestic cares. It 
irapeaTS to us that Othello simply uses unhoused for unmarried. 
lue husband is the head or band of the house — the unmarried is 
the utthouse-banded—t\ie unJioused. 
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For the sea’s worth. But, look! what lights come 
yond? 

Enter Cassio, at a distaiTk'?, and certain Officers with 
torches. 

lago^ Those are the raised father and his friends : 

You wcie best go in 

Ofk. Not 1 : I must be found ; 

My paits my title, and my ])erfet*t soul. 

Shall manifest me lightly. Is it they ? 
laffu. By Janus, I think no. 

0th. Tlie servants of the duke; and my lieutenant. 
Tlie goodness of the night uixm you, fi lends * 

What is the news ? 

Cfifo. The duke docs greCt you, geneial; 

And he requires your hasteqiost-huste ajipearaiice, 

Even on the instant. 

0th. What is the matter, think you ? 

Cas. Something fiom Cyprus, as I may divine : 

It is a business of some heat. The galleys 
Have sent a dozen sequent messengeis 
This veiy night, at one another’s heels; 

And many of the consuls, “ rais’d and met, 

Are at the duke’s already ; You have been hotly call’d 
for ; 

When, being not at your lodging to be found. 

The senate hath sent about three several quests. 

To search you out. 

0th. ’T is well I am found by you, 

I will but spend a word here in tlie house, 

And go with you. [Exit. 

Cas. Ancient, what makes he here ? 

lafjo. ’Faith, he to-iiight hath boarded a land carack 
If it prove lawful jirize he ’s made for ever. 

® Consuls. In the first scene we have “ the toiigiied consuls 
doubtless the senators are meant iii lioth passages. 

Carack. A vessel of heavy burden. 

VOL. VIII. 
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Cos, I do not imdentand. 

logo. He 's married. 

Cos, To who ? 

Re-enter Othello. 

lago. Marry, to— Come, captain, will you go ? 

0th. Have with you. 

Cas, Here comes another troop to seek for you. 

Enter Brabantio, Rouerioo, and Officers wUh 
torches. 

lago. It is Brabantio : — general, be advis’d; 

He comes to bad intent 

0th. Hula! stand there! 

Rod. SignioT, it is the Moor. 

Bra. Down with him, thief ! 

[ They dra\o on both sides, 
logo. You, Roderlgo! Come, sir, I am for you, 

0th. Keep up your bright swords, for the dew will 
rust them. 

Good signior, you shall more command with years 
Than with your weapons. 

Bra, O thou foul thief, where hast thou stow’d uiy 
daughter ? 

Damn’d as thou art, thou hast enchanted her : 

For I ’ll refer me to all things of sense, 

(If she in chains of magic were not bound,) 

Whether a maid so tender, fair, and happy, 

So op]) 08 ite to marriage, that she shunn'd 
The wealthy curled dearling*^ of our nation. 

Would ever have, to incur a general mock, 

Run from lier guardage to the sooty bosom 
Of such a thing as thou,— to fear,^ not to delight. 
Judge me the world, if ’t is not gross in sense, 

Thai thou hast pracUs’d on her with foul charms ; 

^ BeesUng', the old K<ixon word in a plural sense. 

To fear, Brabantio calls Othello a thing to terrify, not to 
delight. 
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Abus'd her delicate youth with drugs, or minerally 
Tliat weaken motion : — I 'll have it disputed on ; 

'T is probable, and palpablie to thinking. 

1 therefore ap{H‘ehend and do attach thee, 

For an abuser of the world, a practiser 
Of arts inhibiled and out of wanant ; 

Lay liold upon him ; if he do resist, 

Subdue lum at his j)eril. 

Ot/i, Hold your hands. 

Both you of my inclining, and the rest ; 

Were it my cue to deht, I should have known it 
Without .1 prompt ei. — Where will you that 1 go 
To answci this your diaige? 

JJra. To ])rison i till fit time 

Of law, and course of direct session. 

Call thee to answer. 

0//i , What if I do obey ? 

How may the duke be tlierewith 8ati!»fied ; 

Wliose messengers aie heie alxiut my side, 

Upon some piesenl business of the state, 

To bung me to him ? 

O^'. "T is tine, most worthy signior, 

The duke 's in council ; and your noble self, 

1 am suie is sent fui. 

B}a. How ! the duke in council? 

In this time of the night? — Biing him away : 

Mine s not an idle cause : the duke himself. 

Or any of iiiy biotliers of the state, 

Cannot but feel this wiong as 't were their own : 

For if such actions may iiave passage fiee, 

Bond-slaves anti pagans sliall our statesmen be. [Ex. 

SCENE III. — The same. A Council Chamber, 


The Dukr, and Senators, sitting ; Officers attending, 
Duke. There is no composition in these news, 

That gives them credit. 


L 2 
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1 Sen. Indeed, they are disproportion ’d ; 

My letters say, a hundral and seven galleys. 

Duke. And mine, a hundred forty. 

2 Sen. And mine, two hundred . 

But though they jump not on a just account, 

(As in these cases where the aim reports,*^ 

’T is oft witli diflerenco,) yet do they all confirm 
A Turkish fieet, and healing up to Cyprus. 

Duke. Nay, it is ixissible enough to judgment : 

I do not so secure me in the error, 

Bui tlie main article I do approve 
In fearful sense. 

Sailor. [iVithin^ Wha^ hoa! whathoal what hoa ! 
Enter Sailor. 

OJf. A messenger fiom the galleys. 

Duke. Now ? the business? 

Sail. The Turkish preparation makes for Rhodes; 

So was I bid re])ort here to the state, 

By signior Angelo. 

Duke. How say you by this change ? 

1 Sen. Tliis cannot be. 

By no assay of reason ; "t is a pageant, 

To keep us in false gaze : When we consider 
The importancy of Cyprus to the Turk ; 

And let ourselves again but understand 
That, as it more concerns the Tuik than Rhodes, 

So may be with more facile question bear it. 

For tliat it stands not in such warlike brace. 

But altogether lacks the abilitii's 

That Rhodes is dress'd in : if we make thouglit of this, 

We must not think the Turk is so unskilful. 

To leave that latest which concerns him first. 
Neglecting an attempt of ease and gain. 

To wake and wage a danger profitless. 

* The aim reports Aim is used In the sense of conjecture. 
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Duke. Nay, ui all confidence, he ’s not for Rhodes. 
Off. Here is more news. , 

Enter a Messenger. 

Mess The Ottomites, reverend and gracious, 

Steering with dtie course toward the isle of Rhodes, 
Have there injomted them with an after fleet. 

1 Sen, Ay, so I tliouglit : — How many, as you guess? 
Mess. Of thirty sail : an(i now they do re-stem 
Their backward course, be.iring with fiank appearance 
Their purposes towards Cyprus. Signior Montano, 

Yotii trusty and most valiant serv'ifor, 

Witli his liee duty, leconnnends you thus, 

And priys jou to heliev^e liiiii. 

Dnhe. ’T is (‘ertaiu tlien foi Cyprus. 

Marcus Luccicos,” is not lie in town? 

1 Sen. He ’s now in Florence. 

Duke. ^V^it(• from us to him, post — post-haste, 
desjiatcli. 

1 Sen. Ileie comes Brahaiitio, and the valiant Moor. 

Enter Brabantjo, Otiibilo, Iaoo, Rodeuiqo, and 
tinkers. 

Duke. Valiant Othello, we must straight employ you 
Against the general enemy Ottoman. 

I (lid iK't see you; welcome, gentle slgiiior. [To Biia. 
We lack’d your counsel and your help to-night. 

Bra. So did I yours ; Good your grace, ])ardon me; 
Neither my jilace, nor aught I heard of business, 

“ Mai cm Lvcciros. Both the folio and the quarto give this 
proper lunu’ thus. Capell changed it to Mai cm Lwcehesiy 
saying that such a termination as Lurcittis is unknown in the 
Italian. But who is the duke inquiring .d'lei ? Most piobubly 
a Greek soldier of Cyprus— an Estradiot— one who from his 
local knowledge was enabled to give him inioimatiom Is it 
necessary that the Gieek should lieai an Italian name? And 
doe-> not'the termination iti cos better convey the notion which 
we believe the poet to have had ? 
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Hath rais'd me from mv bed; nor doth the gpeneral 
care 

Take hold on me ; for ray particular grief 
Is of so flood-gate and o'erhearing nature. 

That it engluts and swallows other sorrows, 

And it is still itself. 

Duke, Why, what ’s the matter? 

Bra, My (laughter I ( 3 , my daughter • 

Sen. Dead ? 

Bra. Ay, to me ; 

She is abus’d, stol’n from me, an(i corrupted 
By S})ell8 and medicines bought of mountebanks : 

For nature so preposterously to err, 

Being not deficient, blind, or lame of sense. 

Sans witchcraft could not— 

Duke. Wlioe’er he be, that in this foul proceeding 
Hath tlius beguil’d your daughter of herself, 

And you of her, the bloody book of law 
You shall yourself read in the bitter letter. 

After your own sense ; yea, though our proper son 
Stood in your action. 

Bra, Humbly I thank your grace. 

Here is the man, this Moor ; whom now, it seems. 

Your special mandate, for the state affairs. 

Hath hither brought. 

All. We are very sorry for ’t. 

Duke, What, in your own part, can you say to this ? 

[To Othello. 

Bra. Nothing, but this is so. 

0th, Most potent, grave, and reverend signiors, 

My veiT noble and approv’d good masters, — 

That I have ta’en away this old man’s daughter, 

It is most true ; true, 1 have married her ; 

The very head and front of my offending 

Hath this extent, no more. Rude am 1 in my speech, 

And little bless’d with the soft phrase of peace ; 

For since these aims of mine had seven years' pith, 
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Till now some nine moons wasted,* they have us’d 
Their dearest action in the tented field; 

And little of this great world can 1 speak, 

More than pertains to feats of broils and battle ; 

And tlieiefore little shall I grace my cause, 

In sneaking for myself : Yet, by your gracious patience, 
I will a round unvamish’d tale deliver 
Of my whole course of love : what drugs, what charms. 
What conjuration, and what mighty magic, 

(For sucli jjroceeding I am charg’d withal,) 

1 won liis daughter. 

Bra. A maiden never bold ; 

Of spirit 80 still and quiet, that her motion 
Blush’d at herself : And she, in spite of nature. 

Of years, of country, credit, every thing. 

To iall in love with what she feoi’d to look on ? 

It is a judgment maim’d, and most imfierfect, 

That will confess, iieifection so could err 
Against all rules of nature ; and must be driven 
To find out practices of cunning hell, 

Wliy this should be. I therefoi-e vouch again. 

That witli some mixtures powerful o'er the blood. 

Or with some dram conjur’d to this effect, 

He wrought upon her, 

Duke. To vouch this is no proof ; 

Without more wider and more overt test. 

Than these thin haliits, and poor likelihoods 
Of modem seeming, do prefer against him. 

1 Sen. But, Othello, speak ; 

Did you l)y indirect and forced courses 
Subdue and poison this young maid's affections ? 

Or came it by request, and such fair question 
As soul to soul afibrdeth ? 

0th. I do beseech you. 

Send for the l.idy to the Sagittary, 

And let her speak of me before her father : 

* He had been unemployed during nine months. 
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If you do find me foul iii her report, 

The trust, the office, I «lo hold of you. 

Not only take away, Init let your sentence 
Even fall upon my life. 

Duke. Fetch Desdemona hither. 

0th. Ancient, conduct them : you best know the 
place. \Excunt Ia.oo and Attendants. 

And, till slie come, as truly as to lieaven 
I do confess the vices of my blood, 

So justly to your grave ears I ’ll present 
How I (lid thrive in this fair lady’s love. 

And slie in mine. 

Duke. Say it, Othello. 

Otk. Her father lov’d me ; oft invited me ; 

Still question’d me the story of my life, 

From year to year ; the battles, sieges, fortune, 

That 1 have ])ass’d. 

I ran it through, even from my boyish days, 

To the very moment that he bade me tell it. 

Wherein 1 s}K)ke of most disastrous chanc-es ; 

Of moving accidents by flood and field ; 

(If liair-breadth ’scajKis i’ the imminent deadly br ‘arn ; 

Of being taken by the insolent foe 

And sold to slavery ; of iny redemption thence, 

And jwrtancc. In my traveller’s history,® 

(Wherein of antres vast and desarts idle,^ 

Rough quarries, rocks, and hills whose heads touch 
heaven, 

It was my hint to speak,) such was my process ; — 

And of the Cannibals tliat each othei eat, 

The Anthropophagi, and men whose heads 

Do grow beneath their shoulders. Tliese things to hear 

Would Desdemona seriously incline; 

But still the house aflairs would draw her thence ; 

® Iraveller's histi/ry. Othello mnilestly, ond somewljat jo- 
cosely. calls Ins wonderful relations, a traveller's hisUny. 

*• barren. 
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Whicli ever as sbe could with liaste despatch, 

Slie ’d come again, and with a greedy ear 
Devoiii up iiiy discourse : Which I observing, 

Took once a pliant hour ; and found good means 
To draw liom her a prayer of earnest heart, 

Tliat I would all my pilgrimage dilate, 

WhoreoC by parcels she had something heard, 

But not in<entively : I did consent ; 

And often ilitl beguile her of her tears. 

When 1 (bd s}H!ak of some distressful stroke 
That my youth sullerM. My stoiy being done, 

Slie gave me for my pains a world of sighs : 

She swoie, — In faith, t' was strange, ’t was passing 
strange ; 

’T was ])itifiil, ‘t was wondrous pitiful: 

She wish'd slie had not heard it ; yet she wish’d 
That heaven had made her such a man : she tliaid 
me ; 

And hade me, if I hati a friend that lov'd her, 

I should hut teach him how to tell my story. 

And tliat would woo her. Ujxni tliis hint 1 spake : 

She lov'd me for the dangers 1 had ])a8s’d ; 

And I lov’d her that slie did ])ity them. 

This only is the witclicraft I have us*d ; 

Here comes tlie lady, let her witness it. 

Enter Desdemona, I ago, and Attendants. 

Duke. I think this tale would win my daughter too. 
Good Brabantio, 

Take up this mangled matter at the best : 

Men do their broken weapons rather use, 

Than their bare hands. 

Bra. 1 pray you, hear her speak ; 

If she confess that she was half the wooer, 

Destruction on ray head if iny had blame 
Light on the man ! — Come hither, gentle mistress ; 

Do you perceive in all this noble company 
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Where most you owe obedience ? 

Des. My noble father, 

I do perceive here a divided duty : 

To you, 1 am bound for lifo and education ; 

My life and education both do learn me 
How to resiiect you ; you are the lord of duty 
1 am hitherto your daughter : But here 's my husband ; 
And 80 much duly as my mother show'd 
To you, preferring you before her father, 

So much 1 challenge that I may profess 
Due to the Moor, my lord. 

Bra. God be with you ! — I have done ; — 

Please it your grace, on to the state affairs ; 

I had rather to adopt a child than get it. 

Come hither. Moor : 

I here do give thee that with all my heart 
Which, but thou hast already, with all my heart 
I would keej) from thee. — For your sake, jewel, 

I am glad at soul I have no other child ; 

For thy escape would teach me t)nranny. 

To hang clogs on them. — I have done, my lord. 

Duke, Let me sjwak like yourself; and lay a sentence 
Which, as a grise, or step, may help these lovers. 

When remedies are past, the griefs are ended, 

By seeing the worst, which late on hopes depended. 

To mourn a mischief that is past and gone 
Is the next W to draw new mischief on. 

What cannot ^ preserv’d when fortune takes, 

Patience her injury a mockery makes. 

The robb’d fikat smiles steals something from the thief ; 
He robs himself that spends a bootless grief. 

Bra, So let the Turk of Cyjffus us l^guile ; 

We lose it not so long os we can smile. 

He bears the sentence well tlial nothing bears 
But the free comfort which from thence he hears : 

But be bears l>oth the sentence and tlie sorrow 
That, to pay grief, must of |)oor patience boiiow. 
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These sentences, to sugar, ~or to gal], 

Being strong on both aides, are equivocal : 

But words are words ; I never yet did hear 
That the bruis'd heart was pierced through the ear. 

1 iiurnbly l)eseech you, proceed to the affairs of state. 

Ihikp. Tl»e Turk witii a most mighty preparation 
makes for (Cyprus : — Othello, the fortitude of the place 
is best known to you : And tbougli we have there a 
substitute of most allowed sufficiency, yet opinion, a 
mor»* sovereign mistiess of effects, throws a more safer 
voice on you : you must therefore be content to slubber 
the gloss of your new fortunes with this moie stiiblioin 
•ind boisterous expedition. 

0th. The tyrant custom, most grave senators, 

Hatii made the flinty and steel couch of war 
My thrice-driven bed of down : I do agnize ® 

A natural and prompt alacrity 
1 And in hardness ; and do undertake 
These present wars against the Ottomites. 

Most humbly therefore bending to your state, 

I crave fit disposition for my wife ; 

Due reference of place, and exliibitiori ; 

With such accommodation, and besort. 

As levels with her breeding. 

Duke. Wljy ; at her fatlier’s. 

Bra. I will not have it so. 

Oth. Nor I. 

Des. I would not there reside. 

To put iny fatlicr in impatient thoughts, 

By being in iiis eye. Most gracious duke, 

To my unfolding lend your prosperous ear ; 

And let me find a charter in your voice 
To assist my simpleness. 

Duke, What would you, Desdemonal 

Dee, That I love the Moor to live with him, 

My downright violence and stonn of fortunes 
* Agnize — confess, acknowledge. 
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May trumpet to tlie world *. my heart ’s subdued 
Even to the very quality of my lord : 

I saw Othello’s visa^^e in his mind ; 

And to his honouis and his valiant parts 
Did I my soul and fortunes conseciale. 

So that, dear lords, if 1 he left behind, 

A moth of peace, and he go to the war, 

Tii<’ rights for wljy I love him are bereft me, 

And I a heavy interim shall support 
By his dear absen(;e : Let me go with him. 

Olh. Let liei have your voice. 

Vouch with me, heaven, I tlierefore beg it not, 

To please the palate of my appetite; 

Nor to com])ly with heat the young allects, 

In my defunct and projjer satisfachoii 
But to be flee and bounteous to her mind : 

And heaven ilcfend your good souls that you think 
I will your serious and great business scant. 

When slie is with me : No, when light-wing'd toys 
Of feather’d Cupid seel witli wanton dulness 
My specuhilive and offic’d instrument, 

That niy disports corrupt and taint my business, 

Let housewifes make a skillet of my helm, 

And all indigii and base adversities 
Make bead against my estimation 

Duke. Be it as you shall privately determine, 

Either for her stay or going ; the ailair ciies haste, 

And speed must answer it. 

Suu You must away to-night. 

OtJi. With all my heart. 

Duke, At nine i’ the morning here we ’ll meet again. 
Othello, leave some oflicer behind, 

® We piint this passape (which Steevens says will proven 
lastint; source of duuht aud controversy) as we find it. We 
would only observe, llut cumvly may be used in the sense of 
svpfily, that averts are a^ectims, and that defvmct does not 
necessarily mean dead. 
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And he shall our commission bring to you ; 

And such tilings else of quality and respect 
As doth you. 

Olh, So jdease your grace, my ancient ; 

A ni.iM he is of honesty and ti-ust : 

To Ins conveyance I assign my wife, 

Witli what else needful your good grace shall think 
To he sent alter me. 

J)ule. Let it be so. 

Good nlghl to every one. — And, noble signior, [7b Bra. 
If viitue no delighted lieauty lack, 

Your soii-in-law is far mttre fair llian black. 

1 Adieu, braieMoor! use Desdernona well. 
Bra. Look to lier, Moor, if thou hast eyes to see ; 

She has deceiv’d lier father, and may thee. 

\_Exexmf Duke, Senators, Officers, ^c. 
0th. My life upon lier faith ! Honest lago, 

My Desdernona must 1 lea\e to iliee ; 

1 i»rilhee let tliy wife attend on her ; 

And bring them after in the best advantage. 

Come, Desdernona, I have but an hour 
Of love, of woildly matter and diiection, 

To spend with thee : we must obey the time. 

[^Excwit Othello and Desdemona. 

Bod. lago. 

lago. What say’st thou, noble heart ? 

Rod. W^hat will I do, think'st thou? 
lago. Why, go to bed and sleep. 

Bod. I will incontinently drown myself. 
lago. If tliou dost I shall never love thee after. 
Why, thou silly gentleman ! 

Rod. It is silliness to live when to live is torment : 
and then have we a prescription to die when death is 
our physician. 

lago. O villainous ! I have looked upon the world for 
four times seven yeais ; and since 1 could distinguish 
lietwixt a benefit and an injury, I never found man that 
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knew how to love himself. Ere I would say I would 
drown myself for the love of a Guinea-hen, 1 would 
change my humanity with a balwun. 

Rod. What should I do ? 1 confess it is my shame 
to be so fond ; but it is not in my virtue to amend it. 

lago. Virtue ? a fig ! ’t is in ourselves that we are 
thus, or thus. Our bodies are our gardens ; to tlie wliich 
our wills are gardeners ; so that if we will plant nettles, 
or sow lettuce; set hyasojj, and weed upth}me; supply 
it with one gender of herbs, or distract it with many ; 
either to have it steril with idleness, or manured with 
industry; why, the grower and corrigible authority of 
this lies in our wills. If the balance of our lives had 
not one scale of i-eason to poise another of sensuality, 
the blood arrd baseness of our natures would conduct 
us to most preposterous conclusions : Bui we have reason 
to cool our raging motions, our caitral stirrgs, our unbitted 
lusts ; whereof* I take this, that you call love, to Ire a sect® 
or scion. 

Rod. It cannot Ire. 

lago. It is merely a lust of the blood, and a pi> 
rnission of the will. Come, he a man : Drown thy^df ? 
drown cats and blind pu}rpies. 1 have professed me thy 
friend, and 1 confess me knit to thy deserving with 
cables of jierdiirable toughrress. I could never better 
stead thee than now. Put money in thy purse ; follow 
thou the wars ; defeat thy favour'* with an usurped 
beard ; I s.iy, put money in thy purse. It cannot be 
long tliat Desdemona should continue her love to the 
Moor, — put money in thy purse ; — nor he his to her ; 
it was a violent commencement in her, and tliou shalt 
see an answerable sequestration ; put but money in thy 
purse. — These Moors are changeable in their wills ; — 
fill thy purse with money : the food that to him now is 
as luscious as locusts, shall he to him shortly as bitter 

“ Sfct. What we now call in hoilrcalture a cutting. 
h Defeat thy favour — change thy countenance. 
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as coloquintida. She must change fov mth : ^ 

is sated with hii body she will find &e mm W 
choice. Therefore put money in thy mrse. — If fiani 
wilt needs damn thyself, do it a more delicate wny than 
drowning. Make all the money thou canst : If sanc- 
timony and a frail vow, betwixt an frang^ barbarian 
and supei -subtle Venetian, be not too hard for my wits 
and all the tribe of licll, fiiou shalt enjoy her ; therefore 
make money. A pox of drowning thyself ! it is clean 
out of the way : seek thou lather to be lianged in com- 
passing thy joy, than to l)e drowned and go without 
her. 

Rod. Wilt thou be fast to my hopes, if I depend on 
the issue ? 

laffo. Thou art sure of me ; — Go^ make money *. I 
have told thee often, and I re-tell thee again and again, 
1 hate tlie Mooi : My cause is hearted j thine hath no 
less reason : Let us lie conjunctive in our revenge against 
him ; if tliou canst cuckold him, thou dost thyself a 
pleasure, me a sport. There are many events in the 
womb of time winch will lie deliveied. Traverse; go ; 
provide thy money. Wc will have moie of this to- 
morrow. Adieu, 

Rod. Where sliall we meet i’ the morning ? 

logo. At my lodging. 

Rod. 1 'll be with thee betimes. 

logo. Go to; farewell. Do you hear, Rodeiigo*? 

Rod. What say you ? 

lago. No more of drowning, do you hear. 

Rad. I am changed. I 'll sell all my land. 

lago. Go to ; farewell ! put money enougli in your 
purse. { [^Exit Roderiqo. 

Thug do I ever make my fool my purse : 

For I mine own gain’d knowledge should profane, 

If I would time expend with such a snipe, 

* Eiring—\iw6. in the same Bease as cTtravagant, m a previous 
scene. 
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But for my sport and profit. I hate the Moor; 

And it is thougid abroad, that 'twixt niy slieets 
He has done my oflice : I know no! if ’I he true; 

Bui I, for mere suspicion in that kind, 

Will do, as if for suiety. He licdds me well ; 

The better shall my purpose work on liini. 

Casbio 's a j)ro[)er man : Let me see now ; 

To get Ins })lace, and to plume up my will ; 

In double knavery,— How? lajw ^—Let V s<^e 
After some time, h) abuse Othello's ear 
That he is too familiar with liis wife : 

He hath a person, and a smooth dispose, 

To be susjiected ; fram'd to make women false. 

The Moor is of a fiee and open nature, 

That thinks men hoiiesst that but seem to be so ; 

And will as temlerly be leil by the nose, 

As asses an*. 

1 have 't; — it is engendei'd Hell and night 
Must bung this monstrous birth to the world’s light. 

[Exit, 
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ACT II. 

SCENE I. — A Sea-port Tbwn in Cyp^'m. 

Lnter Montano and Tiro Oeiitlenien. 

Mon. What from the rajic can you tlUcem at sea? 

1 Gin^. Notliinf^ at all : it is a liigh-wroiigltl (loud; 
I cannot, ’(wixt the )iea\en and the main, 

Descry a sail. 

Mon. Methinks, the wind hath sjuike aloud at land ; 
A fuller blast ne'er sliwik our battlementa : 

If it bath rufliau’d so ujion the sea, 

Wliat ribs of oak, when mountains melt on them, 

Can liold the mortise what shall we hear of this ? 

2 Gent. A segregation of the Turkish fleet : 

For do but stand u]X)n the foaming shore, 

Tile chidden billow seems to jielt the clouds; 

Tiie wind-shak'd surge, with high and monstrous mane,'* 

* Mortise. Tilt* hole of one piece of limber fitted to receive 
the tenon of another. 

Mane. In the folio this vivoid is spelt maine ; in the quarto 
majpic. In each the hpelliug of main in the third line of this 
scene is the same. Ihu we have ventured to reject this con- 
sistency ot orthoio'nphy, and tor the first time to print the W’Ord 
mane. For wh.it w “ IukIi ind monstrous mmn?” "We use the 
word nmn eUipticall) , for the main sea, the great sea, as Shak- 
siieie uiiCh It in the passage *''twixtthe heaven and the main." 
The mam is the (teeon. Subslunte that word, and what enn we 
make of the passage before us ’ — "The wind-shak’d surge, with 
high and moustrous i>rcan." Hut adoiA the word mane, and it 
appears to us tliat we have as hue an image as any in Sliakipere. 
In the high anti mtmstrous mane we have a picture which was 
probably suggested by the noble passage in Job : " Hast thou 
given the hone strength ? Hast tliou clothed his neck with 
thunder ?" The horse of Job is the war-horse, who swalloweth 
the ground with fierceness and rage;" and when Sliakspere 
pictured to iiimself his mane wildly streaming, ** when the 
▼OL. VIII. M 
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Seems to cost wafer on the burning bear, 

And quench the guards of the ever-fixed pole : 

1 never did like molestation view 
On th' enchafed flood. 

Mon. If that tlie Turkish fleet 

Be not enshelter'd and embay’d, they are drown’d ; 

It is impossible to bear it out. 

Enter a Third Gentleman. 

3 Gent. News, lads ! our wars are done : 

The desperate tempest hath so bang’d the Turks, 

That their designment halts : A noble ship of Venice 
Hath seen a grievous wrack* and sufferance 
On most |iart of their fleet. 

Mon. How! is this true? 

3 Gent. The ship is here put in, 

A Veronessa : Michael Cassio, 

Lieutenant to the warlike Moor, Othello, 

Is come on shore : the Moor himself ’s at sea, 

And is in full commission here for Cyprus. 

Mon. I am glad on ’t ; ’I is a worthy governor. 

3 Gent. But this same Cassio, — though he speak of 
comfort, 

Touching the Turkish loss, — ^yet he looks sadly, 

And prays the Moor be safe ; for they were parted 
With foul and violent tempest. 

Afon. ’Pray heaven he be : 

For I have serv’d liim, and the man commands 
Like a full soldier. Let ’s to the sea-side, — hoa ! 

quiver nittletli against him, the gliUering spear and the shield,” 
he saw an image of the fury of ” the wiud-shak’d surge,” and 
of its very iorm ; and lie painted it ” with high and monstrous 
mane ” 

^ rack. Mr. Hunter hat with great propriety suggested the 
restoration uf the old woid terack to Shakspete’s text, instead of 
wreck. He observes that we still use the familiar phrase 
” wrack and ruin.” 
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As well to see the vessel that *s come in 
As to throw out our eyes for brave Othello ; 

Even till we make the mam, and the aerial blue, 
An indistinct regard. 

3 Gent, Come, let 's dp so. 

Koi ev ery minute is expectancy 
Of moie arrivancy. 


Unter Cassio. 

Cas. Thanks, you the valiant of the warlike isle, 
That ao approve the Moor ! O, let the heavens 
Gue him defence against the elements, 

For 1 ha\ e lost him on a dangerous sea ! 

Mm. Is he well shipped! 

Caa. His bark is stoutly timberM, and his pilot 
Of \eiy ex{)eit and approv’d allo\i«ance ; 

Theielore my hopes, not surfeited to death, 

Stand m bold cure. 

[Within,'] A sail, a sail, a sail ! 

Entet' another Gentleman. 

Cas. Wliat noise ? 

4 Gent. The town is empty ; on the brow o’ the sea 
Stand lanks of jieople, and they cry — a sail. 

Cas. My hopes do sha^ie him for the governor, 

2 Gent. They do discharge their shot of courtesy : 

[Guna heard. 

Our fiiends, at least. 

Caa, I pray you, sir, go forth, 

And give us truth who x is that is arriv’d. 

2 Gent. I shalL [Exit. 

Mon. But, good lieutenant, is your general wiv’d ? 
Cas. Most fortunately : he hath achiev’d a maid 
That paragons description and wild fume ; 

One that excels the quirks of blazonmg pens, 

M 2 
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And in 4k essential vesture of creation 

Does tire the ingener." — How now ? who has put ini 

Re-enter Second Gentleman. 

2 Gent. T is one lago, ancient to the general. 

Cm. He has had most favourable and happy speed : 
Tem|)ests tliemselves, high seas, and howling winds, 

Tlie gutter’d rocks, and congregated sands, 

Traitors eiisteep’d to enclog the guiltless keel. 

As having sense of beauty do omit 
Their mortal^ natures, letting go safely by 
The divine Desdemona. 

Mon. What is she ? 

Cas. She that I spake of, our great captain’s captain. 
Left in the conduct of the bold lago; 

Whose footing here anticipates our thoughts, 

A se’nuight’s speed. — Great Jove, Othello guard. 

And swell his sail with thine own powerful breath ; 
That he may bless this bay with his tall ship, 

Make love's quick pants in Desdemona’s arms, 

Give renew’d fire to our extincted spiiits, 

And bring all Cjpms comfort ! — O, behold. 

Enter Desdemona, Emilia, Iaqo, Koderigo, 
and Attendants. 

The riches of the ship is® come on shore ! 

You men of Cyprus, let her have your knees : 

^ The text inesents no difliciilty when we unilorytand the 
woid ingencr. The word enptne is so called “ because not made 
without f'reat efloit {wgrnh) of genius, of ingenuity, of con- 
trivance.” The uigena , then, i'> the contriver by ingenuity — 
the designei^and'liBie applied to a poet is almost literally the 
Greek IlaojTDf— 'Wiaftcr. Daniell uses the word mgentate in the 
sense of to ccrntrive ; Den Jonson, ingine for understanding. 

•» Mmtal — deadly. 

® Bidics IS used as a singular noun in the 87th Sonnet— 

“ Aud for that riches Where is my deserving.’* 
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Hail to thep, lady ! and the grace of heaven, 

Before, l>ehind thee, and on every hand, 

Enwlieel thee round ! 

Bes. I tliank you, valiant Gossio. 

What tidings can you tell me of my lord ? 

Can, He is not yet arriv’d ; nor know I aught 
But that lie 's well, and will be shortly here. 
l)ts. O, but I fear — How lost you company ? 

Cas. The great contention of tlie sea and skies 
Parted our fellowship : But hark ' a sail. 

[Cry within, A sail ! a sail ! Then gum heard. 

2 Gent. Tliey give their greeting to the citadel ; 

This likewise is a friend. 

Cos. See for the news. — 

[Exit Gentleman. 

Good ancient, you are welcome j — Welcome, mis- 
tress : — [To Emilia. 

Lei it not gall your patience, good lago. 

That I extend my manneis ; ’1 is my breeding 
Tiiat gives me this bold show of couitesy. 

[Ki&sing her. 

lago. Sir, would she give you so much of her lips 
As ot' her tongue she otlt bestows on me, 

Tou’d luue enougli. 

l)(s. Alas, she has no s^ieech. 

lago. In faith, too much ; 

1 find it still when I have list to sleep : 

Marry, before your ladyship, I grant 
She puts her tongue a little in her heart, 

And chides with thinking. 

Emil. You have little cause to say so. 

lago. Come on, come on ; you are pictures out of 
door; 

Bells in your jiarlours ; wild cats in your kitchens ; 
Saints in your injuries ; devils being offended ; 

Players in your huswifery ; and huswives in your beds. 
Dee. O, fye upon thee, slanderer ! 
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Ja^o.Way, it is true, or else I am a Turk ; 

You rise to play, and go to bed to work. 

EmiL You shall not write my praise. 
lago. No, let me not. 

Des* What wouldst write of me if thou shouldst 
praise me ? 

lago. O gentle lady, do not put me to *t ; 

For 1 am nothing if not critical. 

Des, Come on, assay ; There ’s one gone to the 
harbour ? 

lago. Ay, madam. 

Des. I am not merry ; but I do beguile 
The thing I am, by seeming otherwise. 

Come, how wouldst thou praise me? 

lago. I am about it ; but, indeed, my invention 
Gomes from my pate as birdlime does from fiize,— 

It plucks out brains and all : But my muse labours, 
And thus she is deliver'd. 

If slie be fair and wise, — fairness, and wit. 

The one ’s for use, tlie other useth it. 
pc8. Well prais’d ! How if she be black and witty ? 
lago. If she be black, and thereto have a wit, 

She’ll find a white that shall her blackness fit. 

Des. Worse and worse. 

Emil. How, if fair and foolisli ? 

lago. She never yet was foolish that was fair : 

For even her folly help’d her to an heir. 

Des. These are old fond paradoxes, to make fools 
laugh i’ the alehouse. What miserable praise hast thou 
for her tliat 's foul and foolish ? 

logo. There ’s none so foul, and foolish thereunto. 
But does foul pranks wliich fair and wise ones do. 

Des. O heavy ignorance ! — thou praisest the worst 
best. But what praise couldst thou bestow onj a de- 
serving woman indeed ? one, that, in the authority of 
her merit, did justly put on tlie vouch of very malice 
itself? 
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logo. She that was ever fair, and never pvoad ; 

Had tongue at will, and yet was never loud ; 

Never lack'd gold, and yet went never gay ; 

Fled frtun her wish, and yet said, — ^now I may ; 

She that, being anger'd, her revenge l)aing nigh, 

Bade her wrong stay and her displeasure fly ; 

She tliat in wi^om never was so flail, 

To change tlie cod's head for the salmon's tail 
She that could think, and ne'er disclose her mind, 

See suitors following, and not look behind ; 

She was a wight, if ever such wights were, 

Des. To do what i 

lago. To suckle fools, and chronicle small beer. 
l)es. O most lame and impotent conclusion !— Do 
not learn of him, Emilia, though he be thy hus- 
band.— How say you, Cassio ? is he not a most pro- 
fane and liberal^ counsellor? 

Cas. He 8{ieaks home, madam ; you may relish him 
more in the soldier than in the scholar. 

lago, \_Aaide,'] He takes her by tlie palm : Ay, well 
said, whisper : with as little a web as this will 1 ensnare 
as great a ily as Cassio. Ay, smile upon lier, do ; 1 
will gyve thee in thine own courtship.® You say true ; 
't is so, indeed : if such tricks as these strip you out of 
your lieutenantry. it had been better you had not kissed 
your three lingers so oft, which now again you are most 
apt to play the sir in. Very good ! well kissed, and 
excellent courtesy ! 't is so, indeed. Yet again your 
fingers to your lips 1 would, they were clyster-pipes for 
your sake ! — \Trumpet.\ The Moor, 1 know his trumpet. 
Cos. 'T is truly so. 

® “ To change the cod’s bend for the s.'ilmon’s tail *’ is to ex- 
change the mora delicaU* fare for the coarser. In the househuld- 
buuk of Queen EU4abeth it is directed that " the master-cooks 
shall have to fee all the salmon’s tails.” 
jAberai — liceatious. 

® Courtship is used for paying courtesies, as in ‘ Bichard II.’— 
** Observ’d his eowmhtp to the common jieople.” 
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Des. Let "s meet him, and receive him. 

Ca$. Lo, where he comes ! 

Enter Othvllo, and Attendants. 

0th. 0 my fair warrior 1*^ 

Des. My dear Othello ! 

0th. It gives me wonder great as my content, 

To see you here before me. O my soul's joy ! 

If after every tempest come such calms, 

May the winds blow till they have waken’d death ! 

And let the labouring baik climb hills of seas, 
Olympub-liigii ; and duck again as low 
As hell ’s from heaven ! If it were now to die, 

’T were now to be most happy ; for, 1 fear 
My soul hath her content so absolute, 

That not anothei comfort like to this 
Succeeds in unknown fate. 

Ees. The heavens forbid 

But that our loves and comforts should increase, 

Even as our days do grow 1 

0th. Amen to that, sweet powers ! — 

I cannot sjteak enough of this content, 

It stops me heie ; it is too much of joy ; 

And this, and this, the greatest disdortls be 

• her. 

That e’er our beaits shall make! 

Za^o. O, you are well tun’d now ! 

But I ’ll set down the pegs that make tliis music, 

As honest as 1 am. [Aside. 

The trim urn?? tor applied to a ludy is bomeiivhat startling. 
In the third net Desdemona niys of herselfi “ Unhandsome 
warrior that I am.'’ Stmens says that it y/m u term of endear- 
ment which we derive' tiom the old French poets, and that 
Koobard, m his sonnets, frequently calls the ladies guerrieres. 
But we Ciinnot avoid thinking that Othello playfhlly salutes his 
wife as a uarrioTf in compliment to her resolution not to— 

** be left behind, 

A moth of peace, and he go to the war.” 
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Otk, Gome ; let qo to the caitle.— 

NewO) fiiendo ; our wars are done, tbo Turks are drown'd. 
How does my old acquaintance of this isle f 
Honey, you shall be well desir'd in Cyprus, 

1 have found great love amongst them. O my sweety 

1 prattle out of fashion, and 1 dote 

In mine own comforts. — 1 prithee, good lago, 

Go to Uie bay, and disembark my coffers : 

Bring thou the master to the citadel ; 

He IS a good one, and his worthiness 

Does challenge much respect. — Come, Desdeniona, 

Once more well met at Cyprus. 

[Exeunt 0th., Dks., and Attend. 
logo. Do thou meet me presently at the harbour. 
Come thither. If thou best valiant, (as tliey say, base 
men being in love liave then a nobility in their natures 
more than is native to them,) list me. The lieutenant 
to-night watches on the court of guard ; — Fiist, I must 
tell thee this — Desdemona is directly in love with him. 
Rod. With him I why, ’t is not possible. 
lago. Lay lliy finger — llius, and let thy soul be in- 
structed. Mark me with what violence she first loved 
the Moor, but for bragging and telling her fantastical 
lies : To love him still for prating, let not thy discreet 
heait think it. Her eye must be fed ; and what de- 
liglit shall she have to look on the devil ? When the 
blood is made dull with the act of sjwrt, there should 
be, again to inflame it and to give satiety a fresh appe- 
tite, loveliness in favour ; sympathy in years, manners, 
and beauties; all which the Moor is defective in: 
Now, for want of these required conveniences, lier* de- 
licate tenderness will find itself abused, begin to heave 
the gorge, disrelish and abhor tlie Moor; very nature 
will instruct her in it, and compel her to some second 
choice. Now, sir, this granted, (as it is a most pieg 
nant and imfurced position,) who stands so eminent in 
file degree of this fortune as Cassio does: — a knave 
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very voluble; no further conscionable than in put- 
ting on the mere form of civil and humane seeming, 
for the better compassing of his salt and most hidden 
loose affection f why, none ; why, none : A slipper and 
subtle knave ; a finder of occasions ; that has an eye 
can stamp and counterfeit advantages, though true ad- 
vantage never present itself : A devilish knave ! besides, 
the kiiuve is handsome, young ; and hath all those re- 
quisites in him that folly and green minds look after : 
A pestilent comjdete knave; and the woman hath 
found him already. 

Rod. I cannot believe that in her ; she is full of most 
bless’d condition. 

Ifigo. BlessVl fig's end ! the wine she drinks is made 
of grapes ; if she had been bless'd, she would never have 
loved the Moor : Bless'd pudding ! Didst thou not see 
her paddle with the palm of his hand ? didst not mark 
that? 

Rod. Yes, that 1 did ; but that was but courtesy, 

lago. Lechery, by this hand ; an index and obscure 
prologue to the history of lust and foul thoughts. Tiiey 
met so near witli their lips that tlieir breaths embra 'eu 
together. Villainous thoughts, Roderigo ! When th(ise 
mutualities so marshal the way, hard at hand comes the 
master and main exercise, the incorporate conclusion : 
Pish ! — But, sir, be you ruled by me : 1 have brought 
you from Venice. Watch you tc-nigbt<; for the com- 
mand, I 'll lay 't upon you : Cassio you not 

1 '11 not be far from you : Do you find some occasion to 
anger Cassio, either by speaking too loud, or tainting 
his discipline, or from wW other course you please, 
which the time shall more favourably'4liifiuter. 

Rod. Well. 

lago. Sir, he 's rash, and very sudden hi choler ; and, 
haply, may strike at you : Provoke hint tlidl; he may : 
for even out of that will I cause these of Cyprus to 
mutiny ; whose qualification shall come into no true 
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taste again, but by the dieplanting of CaMio. So sIwU 
you have a shortec journey to your desires, by the meant 
1 shall then have to prefer them ; and the impediment 
most profitably removed, without the which there were 
no ex]»ertntion of our prosperity. 

1 will do this, if you can bring it to any 
op]x>Tt unity. 

Ia</r). I warrant thee. Meet me by and by at the 
citadel. 1 must fetch his necessaries ashore. Farewell. 
lioff. Allien. \^Exit. 

[ago. That Cassiu loves her, I do well believe it; 
That she loves him, 't is apt, and of great credit : 

The Moor — ^howbeit that 1 endure him not, — 

Is of a constant, loving, noble nature ; 

Anil, I dare think, he’ll prove to Desdemona 
A most dear husband. Now 1 do love her too ; 

Not out of absolute lust, (though, peradvwture, 

I stand accountant for as great a sin,) 

But partly leil to diet my revenge, 

For that I do suspect the lusty Moor 

Hath lea])’d into my seat : the thought whereof 

Doth, like a jmisoiious mineral, gnaw my inwards ; 

And nothing can or shall content my soul, 

Till I am even'd with him, wife for wife ; 

Or, failing so, yet that 1 put tlie Moor 

At least into a jealousy so strong 

That judgment cannot cure. M^iich thing to do, — 

If this poor trash of Venice, whom 1 trace* 

For his quick hunting, stand tlie putting on, 

I ’ll have our Michael Cassio on the hip ; 

Abuse him to the Moor in the right garb,^ 

For I fear Cassio with niy night-cap too ; 

Make the Moor thank me, love me, and reward me, 

* The noun trash and the verb trace, are used with perfect 
propiiety. The trash is the thing traced, put tn traces— con- 
nned— as an untrained worthless dog is heid, and hence the 
present meaning of trash. 
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iP'or making him egregiously an asg, 

And practising upon his peace and quiet 
Even to madness. 'T is here, but yet confus'd ; 
Knavery’s plain face is never seen till us'd. [Exit 

SCENE IL— A Street 

Enter a Herald, loith a proclamation ; People 
following. 

Her. It is Othello’s pleasure, our noble and valiant 
general, tliat, upon certain tidings now arrived, import- 
ing the mere® perdition of the Turkish fleet, every man 
put himself into triumph : some to dance, some to make 
bontires, each man to what sport and re^ls his addic- 
tion leads him *, for, besides these l)eneficial news, it is 
the celebration of his nuptial : So much was his plea- 
sure should be proclaimed. All offices are open ; and 
there is full liberty of feasting, from this present hour 
of five till the hell have told eleven. Bless the isle of 
Cyjirus, and our noble general, Othello ! \^Exeunt. 

SCENE III. — A Hall in the Castle. 

Enter Othello, Drsdehona, Cassio, awrf Attendants. 

0th, Good Micliael, look you to tlie guard to-night : 
Let 's teach ourselves that honourable stop, 

Not to out-sport discretion. 

Cos. lago hath direction what to do ; 

But, notwithstanding, with my personal eye 
Will I look to *t. 

0th. lago is most honest. 

Michael, good night : To-morrow, with your earliest, 
Let me have speech with you.— Come, my dear love. 
The purchase made, the fruits are to ensue *, [To Des. 
That profit 's yet to come 'tween me and you. — 

Good night. [Exeunt 0th., Des., and Attend. 

® Mere — entire. 



SOXHB III.] 


OTHELLO. 


165 


Enter Iaqo. 

Om. Welcome, lago : We must to the watch. 

Tapo Not this hour, lieutenant ; ’t is not yet ten o’ 
th’ clock : Our general cast us thug early for the love of 
his Debdemona, whom let us not therefore blame : he 
hath not yet made wanton the night with her ; and she 
is 81 ) 01 1 for Jove. 

Ca6. She ’s a most exquisite lady. 

lago. And I ’ll warrant her, full of game. 

Cas, Indeed, she is a most fresh and delicate crea- 
ture. 

lago. What an eye she has I methinks it sounds a 
])ailey to i)rovocation. 

C«s. An inviting eye; and yet methinks right 
modest. 

lago. And when she speaks is it not an alarum to 
lovei 

Cas. She is, indeed, perfection. 

lago. Well, happiness to their sheets! Come, lieu- 
tenant, I have a stoop of wine : and here without are a 
brace of Cyprus gallants, that would fain have a mea- 
sure to the health of black Othello. 

Cas. Not to-night, good lago ; 1 have very poor and 
unhappy brains lor drinking: I could well wish cour- 
tesy would invent some other custom of entertainment. 

lago. O, tlipy are our friends ; but one cup ; I ’ll 
drink for you. 

Cas. I have drunk but one cup to-night, and that 
was craftily qualified too, — and, Iwliold, what innova- 
tion it makes iiere ; I am unfortunate in the infirmity, 
and dare not task my weakness with any more. 

lago. Wliat, man ! ’t is a night of revels ; the gallants 
desire it. 

Cas. Where are they ? 

lago. Here at the door ; 1 pray you call them in. 

Cos. 1 ’ll do ’t ; but it dislikes me. [Exit Cas. 
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lago. If I can fasten but one cup u|X)n hikn. 

With that which he iiath drunk to-night already, 

He ’ll be as full of quarrel and oflence, 

As my young mistress' dog. Now, my sick fool, Ro- 
dcrigo, 

Whom love has turn’d almost the wrong side out, 

To Desdeinoiia hath to-night carous'd 
Potations pottle deep ; and he 's to watch : 

Three else of Cyiirus, — noble swelling spirits, 

That hold tlieir honours in a wary distance, 

Tile very elements of tliis warlike isle, — 

Have I to-night fluster’d witli flowing cups. 

And they watch too. Now, ’mongst this flock of drunk- 
ards, 

Am I to put our Cassio in some action 

That may ofl'end the isle : — But here they come : 

If consequence do hut approve my dream, 

My boat sails freely, botn with wind and stream. 

'Re-enter Cassio, with him Montano, and Gentlemen. 

Cas, ’Fore heaven, they have given me a luuse 
already. 

Mon. Good faith, a little one ; not past a pint, as I 
am a soldier. 

logo. Some wine, hoa ! 

And let me the canakin chiik, clink, \Sings. 

And let me the canakin clink ' 

A soldier ’s a man ; O man’s life ’s but a span ; 

Wliy then let a soldier diink. 

Some wine, boys ! [ Wine brought in. 

Cas. ’Fore heaven, an excellent song. 
lago. 1 learned it in England, where indeed they 
are most potent in potting : your Dane, your German, 
and your swag-bellied Hollander, — Drink, hoa! — are 
notiiing to your English. 

Ca$, Is your Englishman so exquisite in his drink- 

imt 
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lago. Why, he drinks you, with facility, your Dwo 
dead drunk ; he sweats not to overthrow your Almain ; 
he gives your Hollander a vomit, ere the next pottle 
ran be filled. 

Cas. To the health of our general. 

Mon, I am for it, lieutenant; and 1 T1 do you 
justice. 

lago. O sweet England! 

King St<*phen was a worthy peeii 
Hih breeches cost him but a ciow'D) 

He lield them sixpence all too dear, 

Witli that he call’d the tailor lown. 

He was a wight of high renown, 

And thou art but of low degiee ; 

*T IS pride that pulls the country down, 

And take thy auld cloak about thee. 

Some wine, hoa! 

Cas. Why this is a more exquisite song than the 
other. 

lago. Will you hear it again ? 

Cas. No ; for I hold him to be unworthy of his place 
that does those things. — ^Well, — Heaven ’s above all ; 
and tbeie be souls must be saved, and tliere be souls 
must not be saved. 

logo. It ’s true, good lieutenant. 

Cas. For mine own jiart, — no offence to the geneml, 
nor any man of quality, <»1 hope to be saved. 

lago. And so do 1 too, lieutenant. 

Cas. Ay, but by your leave, not before me; the 
lieutenant is to be saved before the ancient. Let 'b 
have no more of this : let ’s to our affairs. — Forgive us 
our sins ! — Gentlemen, let 's look to our business. Do 
not think, gentlemen, 1 am drunk : this is my ancient; 
this is my right hand, and this is my left : — I am not 
drunk now ; 1 can stand well enough, and 1 speak well 
enough. 

All. Excellent well. 
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Gw. Why, very well then : you must not think then 
that I am drunk. [Exit 

Mon, To the platform, mosteis ; come, let *8 set the 
watch. 

lago. You see this fellow that is gone before ; — 

He is a soldier fit to stand by Caesar 

And give direction : and do but see his vice ; 

’T is to his virtue a just equinox, 

The one as long as the other ; ’t is pity of him. 

I fear, the trust Othello puts him in, 

On some odd time of his infirmity. 

Will shake this island. 

Mon. But is he often tlius? 

logo. ’T is evermore liis prologue to his sleep : 

He ’ll watcli the horologe a double set,® 

If d^ink rock not iiis cradle. 

Mon. If were well 

The general were put in mind of it. 

PerliajM he sees it not ; or his good nature 
Prizes the virtue that appeara in Cassio, 

And looks not on his evils. Is not this true ? 

Enter Rodurigo. 

J/igo. How, now, Roderigo? [Aside. 

I pray you, aftei the lieutenant ; go. [Ex. Rod. 

Mon. And ’t is great pity, that the noble Moor 
Should iiazard such a place, as his own second, 

Witii one of an ingraft infirmity : 

It were an honest action, to say so 
To the Moor. 

logo. Not I, for this fair island : 

1 do love Cassio well, and would do much 
To cure him of this evil. But hark ! what noise? 

® ShakspiTe hore adopts the English division of time, in 
which the day is divided into two portions of twelve hours 
each, “ die double set** of the horologe. 
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Enter Gamio, ptmmmfi Boobaioo. 

Cm, You rogue ! you nsoal ! 

Mon. What '■ the matter, lieutooiiitt 
Cm. a knave ! — teach me my duty ! 

1 11 beat the knave into a twiggm bottle* 

Rod, Beat me I 

Cm. Doit thou prate, rogue t [Striking Ron* 

Mon, Nay, goM lieutenant; 

1 pray you, sir, hold your hand. [Staying him. 

Cm. Let me go, lir, 

Or I 11 knock you o'er the mamrd. 

Mon. Gome, come, you drunk. 

Cm. Drunk! [They^kU 

logo. Away, I lay! go out, and cry — a mutiny. 

[Aside to Ron., who goes ouL 
Nay, good lieutenant, — al^ gentlemen,— 

Help, hoa ! — Lieutenant, nr Montano, — 

Help, masters ! — Here 's a goodly watch, indeed ! 

[Bell rings. 

Who ’s that which rings the bell ? — Diablo, hoa 
The town will rise : Fie, fie, lieutenant ! h^^ ; 

You 11 be asham'd for ever. 

Enter Otbbllo, and Atteii«|Mts. 

0th. What is the matter here ? 

Afon. 1 bleed still; I am hurt to the death He 

dies — 

0(h. Hold, for your lives. 

logo. Hold, hoa! Lieutenant, — sir Montano, — gen* 
tlemen, — 

Have you forgot all seiMe of place and duty t 
Hold ! the general speaks to you ; hold, tor shame ! 

0th. Why, how now, hoa! ftom whence arise^thisf 
Are we turn'd Turks, and to ourselves do that 
Which heaven hath forbid the Ottmnitest 
* 7wtg^ trinktfr bottle. 


VOL. VIII. 


H 



OTHRLLO. [Aorr 

Ff (Christian shama^ put by thi« baxbaroui biawl : 

He w^etui next to carve for hie own rage, 

Holds bU soul li^t : he dies upon his motion. 

Silence that dreadfhl bell, it mghts the isle 
From her i)n)priety. — What is the matter, masters ? — 
Honest lago, that look'st dead with grieving, 

Speak, who began this ? on thy love I charge tiiee. 

1 do not know: — friends all but now, even 
now, 

111 quarter, and in terms like bride and groom 
Devesting them for bed : and tlien, but now, 

(As if some planet had unwitted men,) 

Swords out, and tilting one at other's breast 
In opposition bloody. 1 cannot speak 
Any beginning to this j^vish odds ; 

And *would in action glorious 1 had lost 
Those legs tliat brouglit me to a part of it ! 

0th, How comes it, Michael, you are thus forgot ? 
Cos, 1 pray you, pardon me, 1 cannot speak. 

0th, Worthy Montano, you were wont to be civil ; 
The gravity and stillness of your youth 
The world hath noted, and your name is great 
In mouths of wisest censure : What 's the matter 
That you unlaoe your reputation thus, 

An^^f pend your rich opinion, for the name 
Of A night-brawler? give me answer to it. 

"Mon. Worthy Othello, I am hurt to danger; 

Your qlScer,. lago, can inform you — 

Whil^^I spare speech, which something noiv offends 
me,— • 

Of all tliat 1 do know : nor know I aught 
By me that 's said or done amiss this night ; 

Unleftf selficharity be sometimes a vine, 

And to defend ourselves it be a sin 
When violence assails us. 

0th. Now, by heaven, 

Hy blood begins my saler^guides to rule; 
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And passion, having my best^fcldgmeiit oollied,* 
Assays to lead the way : If I once stir, 

Or dio but lift this atm, the best of yon 
Shall sink in my rebuke. Qive me to know 
How this foul rout began, who set it on : 

And he that is approv’d in this offence, 

Though he had twinn’d with me, both at a birth, 
Shall loose me. — What ! in a town of war, 

Yet Wild, tlie people’s hearts brimful of fear, 

To manage pnvate and domestic quarrel, 

In night, and on the court and guard of safety ! 

’T is monstrous. — lago, who began *t ? 

Mon. If partially affin’d, or leagu'd in office, 
Thou dost deliver more or less than truth, 

Thou art no soldier. 

lago. Touch me not so near : 

1 had rather have this tongue cut from my moulb, 
Than it should do offence to Michael Camio ; 

Yet, I persuade myself, to speak the truth 
Shall nothing wrong him. — ^This it is, general. 
Montano and myself being in speech. 

There comes a fellow crying out for ^Ip ; 

And Cassio following him with determin’d sword, 
To execute upon him : Sir, this gentleman 
Ste|is in to Cassio, and entreats his pause ; 

Mysell the crying fellow did pursue 
Lest, by his clamour, (as it so fell ouM 
The town might fell in fright : he, swin of foot, 
Outran my purpose ; and 1 return’d then rather 
For that 1 heard the clink and fall df swords, 

And Cassio high in oath ; which, till to-night, 

I ne’er might say before : When 1 came hack, 
f For this was brief,) I found them close together, 
At blow, and thrust ; even as again they were 
When you yOui-self did part them. 

More of this matter cannot I report : — 

* bUokened—discoloured. 

N 2 
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But m«i are men i 'tiife4)est •ometimes forgft 
Though Cassio did eome little wrong to him,— 

Ai men' in rage strike those that wish them brat, — 

Yet surely CSiwio, X beliei^e, received 
From him that some strange indignity, 

Which patience could not pass. 

0th, I know, lago, 

li |7 honesty and love doth mince this matter, 
leaking it light to Cassio : — Gusio, 1 love thee ; 

But never more be officer of mine. 

Enter Desdemona, attended. 

Look, if my gentle love be not rais’d up ; — 

I ’ll make thee an example. 

Dea. What is the matter, dear? 

0th, All ’s well, sweeting. 

Come away to bed. Sir, for your hurts. 

Myself will be your surgeon : Lead him fiff, 

[To Mon., who ie led off, 
lago, look with caie about the town ; 

And silence those wtiom thil vile brawl distracted. 
Come, Desdemona ; ’t ie the loldier’s life 
To have their balmy slumbers wak’d with strife. 

[E^eeunt all but Iaoo aiid Cab. 

lago. What, are you hurt, lieutenant ? 

Cm. Ay, past alvsilrgery. 

logo. Marry, he$iv.en forbid ! 

Cos. Reputation, reputation, reputation ! 0, 1 have 
lost my rqjutationr 1 have lost the immortal part of 
mysdf, and wbM Remains is bestial. — My rejmtation, 
lago, my reptnh|tion. 

logo. As 1 am an honest man I had thought you had 
receive^ eome l&od|iXy wound; there is more sense* in 
that (han in repumon. Reputation is an idle and 
false impoiinon ; oft got without meri^ and lost 
without deservmg : You have lost no reputation at all, 
S gAsifs. The unte of a wound is its sensihili^. 
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unlest you repute youredf mob a loier. What, man ! 
there are ways to recover the general again : You are 
but now cast in his mood, a pumshinent more ip noHcy 
than in malice ; even so as cue would beat his oimiiOe- 
less dog to affHght an imperious lion : me to him again, 
and he is yours. . 

Ca$. 1 will rather sue to be despis^ than to deceive 
so a commander with so slight, so drunken, and lo 
indiscreet an pffioer. Drunkf and speak parrotf and 
squabble? swagger? swear? and discoutee fustian with 
one I own shadow ?^0 thou invisible spirit of wine, if 
thou hast no name to be known by, let us call tto 
devil ' 

lago. What was he that you followed with your 
sword ? What had he dohe to you? 

Cos. I know not. 

logo Is ’t possible ? 

Cas. 1 lemember a mass of things, but nothing dis* 
tinctly ; a quarrel, but nothing wherefore.— O that men 
should put an enemy iii their mouths to steal away their 
brains ! that we should, with ^oy, nleasance, revel, and 
ap))lause, transform ourselves mto beasts ! 

lago. Why, but you are now well enough; How 
came you thus recovered ? 

Cas. It hath pleased the devil drunkenness, to give 
place to the devil Wrath : one unperfectneis shows me 
another, to make me frankly desjMe myself. 

lago. Come, you are too severe a moraler : As the 
time, the plac^ and the ^dition of this country stands 
1 could heartily wish this had not befallen ; but, since 
it is as it is, mend it for your own good. 

Cas. 1 will ask him for my place again ; he ihUl 
tell me I am a drunkard ! Had 1 as many mouths as 
Hydra such an answer would stop them all. To be no^ 
a sensible man, by and a fool, and presently a bsaat i 
O strange !— fivery moidlnate cup is unblessed, and lha 
ingredient is a devil. 
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logo. Gome, come, good «riae if a good familiar 
creature, if k ^ well tu^ ; exclaim no more against it. 
And, goikl lieutenant^ 1 think you think I love you. 
Cm. I have well aj^roved s ir.— 1 drunk 1 

JoffO, You, or any man living, may be drunk at a 
time, man. 1 11 tell you what you shall do. Our 
geneml's wife is now the general may say so in this 
rmpect, ibr that he hath devoted and given up himself 
to the contomplatton,^inark,*»-<and dwotement of her 
parts and graces :*->-confe8s yourself freely to her ; im- 
jnrtune her help to put you in your pla^ agun ; die 
IS of so fre^ so kind, so apt, so blessed a disposition, she 
holds it a vice in her goodn^ not to do more than she 
is requested : This broken joint, between you and her 
husbwd, entreat her to splinter; and, my fortunes 
against any lay worth naming, this crack of your love 
shall grow stronger than it was before. 

Cos. You advise me well. 

logo. I protest, in the sincerity of love and honest 
kindness. 

Cos. 1 tliink it freely ; and, betimes in the morning, 
1 will beseech the virtuous De^emona to undertake foi 
me : 1 am desperate of my fortunes if they check me. 

lago. You are in the right. Good night, lieutenant ; 
I must to the watch. 

Car. Good night, honest lago. [£a;»tC488io 

lago. And what '§ be then that says 1 play tlw 
villain t 

When this advice giv& and honest, 

Probal* to thinkip^, Ebd indeed the course 

To win the f For 1 is most easy 

The inclining l^i^embna to subdue 

In any honest sqljH' she's fram'd as fruitful 

As the free elmskns. And then for her 

To win the ItA^werO't to renounce his baptism, 

All seals and i^Pbbols off mdeemed sin,— 

* probable. 
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Hit loul if to enfetter'd to her love, 

Thnt may make, unmake, do what aha liat, 

Even aa her appetite fhall play die god 

With hie weak dUMticm. How am I then a villain, 

To counael Caasio to this p^llel coune^ 

Directly to hia good 9 Divinity of hell ! 

When devils wul die blackest sins put oOf 
They do suggest at 0rat with heavenly diwa, 

As 1 do now : For whiles dik honest fool 
Plies Desdeniona to repair his foriime, 

And she for him pleads strongly to the Moor, 

I 'll pour this pestilence into his ear,— 

That she repeals him for her body's lust; 

And by how much she strives to do him good, 

She shall undo her credit with the Moor. 

So will 1 turn her virtue into pitch ; 

Aud out of her own goodness make the net 
That shall enmesh them all. — How now, Roderigo 9 

£nter Rodbrioo. 

Rod. I do follow here in the chase^ not like a hound 
that hunts, but one that fills up the cry. My money is 
almost spent ; I have been to-niglit exceedingly well 
cudgelled ; and, 1 think, the issue will be I shall have so 
much experience for my {lains : and so, with no money 
at all, and a little more wit, return to Venice. 

loffo. How poor are they that hav^ not patience ! 
What woimd did ever heal but by degrees 9 
Thou know'it, we work by wit and not by witchcraft ; 
And wit depends on dilatory time. 

Does 't not go well 9 Cassio hath beaten 

And thou, by that small hurt, hast cashier'd Cassio : 

Though other things grow fair against the sun, 

Yet f^its that blossom first will first be ripe : 

Content thyself a while. — ^In troth, 't is morning ; 
Pleasure, and action, make the hours teem short. 

Retire th^ ; go where tliou art billeted ; 
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Away, 1 lay, thou ihalt kuow more hereafter : 

Nay, get thee gone. [Extt Ron.] Two tilings are to 
be done,— 

My wife must move for Cosiio to her mistresi, 

I 'll set her on ; 

Myself, the while, to draw the Moor apart, 

And bring him jump when he may Cassio find 
Soliciting his wife :*--Ay, that 's the way ; 

Dull not device by coldness and delay. [Enat 
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ACT III. 

SCENE I . — Before the CaeUe. 

Enter Gabbo, and seme Miuicianf* 

Cas. Maitert, play here, I will content your paini. 
Something that 'f nri^ : and bid, Gh)od -monrow, generu. 

[Ifunc. 

Enter Clown. 

Ch, Why, maaten, have yout inatrumenta been in 
Naplea, that they apeak i' the nose thuaf 

1 Mus. How, air, how f 

Clo. Are theae, 1 pray you, wind inatnimental 

1 Mw. Ay, marry, are the^, air. 

Clo. Of diereby hanga a tail. 

1 Mtts. Whereby hangs a tale, air? 

Clo. Marry, air, by many a wind instrument that 
know. But, masters, here *8 money for you : and the 
general so likes your music that he desires you, for love's 
sake, to make no more noise with it. 

1 Mw. Well, sir, we will not. 

Clo, If you have any music that may not be heard, 
to 't again : but, as they say, to hear music the general 
does not greatly care. 

1 Mw. We have none such, air. 

Ch. Then put up your pipes in your bag, Ibr I 'll 
away : Go ; vanish into air ; away. [Exemt Musicians. 

Cas. Dost thou hear, my honest friend? 

Ch. No, I hear not your honest Inend ; I hear you. 

Cas. Prithee, keep up thy quillets. There *tta poor 
piece of gold for thee : if the gentlewoman that attends 
the genet's wife be stirring, tell her there ‘s one Cassio 
entreats her a little fiivour of speech : Wilt thou do 
this? 
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Clo. She is stirring, sir; if she will itir hither I shall 
seem to notify unto her. [fixiL 

Mnter Iaoo. 

Cas. Do, good my friend.-— In happy time, lago. 

loffo. You have not been a-bed then f 

Cas. Why, no ; the day had broke 
Before we parted. I have made bold, lago, 

To send in to your wife : My suit to her 
Is, that she will to virtuous Desdemona 
Procure me some access. 

loffo. I '11 send her to you presently 

And 1 'll devise a meoii to draw tlie Moor 
Out of the way, that your convene and business 
May be more free. [JBxit. 

Cas, 1 humbly thank you for 't. 1 never knew 
A Florentine more kind and honest. 

Enter Emilia. 

Emil. Good morrow, good lieutenant : I am sorry 
For your displeasure ; but all will sure be well. 

The general and his wife are talking of it, 

And she speaks fi»r you stoutly : The Moor replies, 
Tliat he you hurt is of great fame in Cyprus, 

And great affinity ; and that, in wholesome wisdom. 

He might not but refuse you : but he protests he loves you 
And needs no otlier suitor, but his likings, 

To take the saf 'st occasion by the front. 

To bring yon in again. 

Cas. Yet, I beseech you, — 

If you think fit, or that it may be done^ — 

Give me advantage of some b^f discourse 
With Desdemona alone-. 

Emil. Pray you, come in ; 

I will bestow you where you shall have time 
To speak your bosStra freely. 

Cas. 1 am much bound to you. [Exeimt, 
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SCENE II . — A Room in the Caetle, 

Enter Otbillo,' Iaoo, and Gentlemen. 

0th. These letters give, lago, to toe pilot ; 

And, by him, do my duties to toe senate : 

Tliat done, I will be walking on toe works^— > 

Repair there to me. 

logo. Well, my good lord, I ’ll do *t. 

0th. This fortification, gentlemen, shall we see ’t? 
Gent. We’ll wait upon your lordship. [ExeuinL 

SCENE III.— B^ore the Caetle. 

Enter Dbsdemona, Cassio, and Emilia. 

Des. Be thou assur’d, good Cassio, I will do 
All my abilities in thy belialf. 

Emil. Good madam, do j I warrant it grieves my 
husband. 

As if the cause were his. 

Dee. 0, that ’s an honest fellow.— >Do not donbt, 
C<issio, 

But I will h(ii e my lord and you again 
As fHendly as you were. 

Cos. Bountseous madam, 

Whatever shall become of Michael Cassio, 

He ’s never any thing but your true servant. 

Des. I know ’t, — I thank you : You do lov 0 my 
lord : 

You have known him long ; and be you well assur’d 
He shall in strangeness stand no fiirther off 
Than in a politic distance. 

Coe. Ay, but, lady. 

That policy may either last so long, 

Or feed upon such nice and waterito diet, 

Or breed itself so out of circumstance. 
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That I, being absent, and my place supplied, 

My general will for^t my Im^e and service, 

Dea. Do not doubt that ; Iwfore Emilia here, 

1 give thee warrant of thy place : assure thee, 

If 1 do vow a friendship I il ^rform it 
To the last article : my lord sWl never rest ; 

1 'll watch him tame,* and talk him out of jjatience ; 
His bed shall seem a school, his board a shrut ; 

I 'll intermingle every thing he does 

Witli Cassio's suit : Therefore be merry, Cassio, 

For tliy solicits shall rather die 
Than give thy cause away. 

Enter Othrllo and Iaqo at a diatance. 

Emil, Madam, here comes 

My lord. 

Cos. Madam, 1 'll take my leave. 

Dea, Why, stay, 

And hear me speak. 

Caa. Madam, not now ; I am very 411 at ease, 

Unfit for mine own purposes. ^ . 

Dea. Well; do your discretion! \Exit Cassio. 
laffo, Ha! 1 like not that 
0th. What dost thou say f 

logo. Nothing, my lord : or if— 1 know not what. 
0th. Was not that Cassio parted from my wife 9 
logo. Cassio, my lord ? ifo, sure, I cuinnot think it, 
That he would stesd away so guilty-like. 

Seeing your Q^ing. 

Oih. I do believe 't was he. 

Dea, How now, my lord! 

I have been talking with a suitor here, 

A man tliat languuhes in your displeasure, 

OtA Who is 't you mean ? 

Dea, Why, your lieutenant Cassio. Good my lord> 
If 1 iiave any grace, or power to move you, 

* Hawks were tamed by being kept from sleep. 
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His pregent reconciliation take ; » 

For, if he be not one that truly loves you, 

That erie in ignorance and n<rt in cunning, 

1 have no judgment in on honest face : 

I prithee call him back. 

Oth» Went he hence nov t 

Dee. Ay, sooth; so humbled, 

That he ha^ left part of his grief with ^e, 

To suffer with him. Good love, call nim back. 

0th, Not now, sweet Deidemon;* some other time; 
Des. But shall 't be shortly f 
0th, The sooner, sweet, for yon. 

Des. Shall ^t be to-night at supper ¥ 

0th, No, not to-night. 

Des. To-morrow dinner then) 

0th, 1 shall not dine at home ; 

1 meet the captains at the citadel. 

De», Why then, to-morrow night ; on Tuesday mom ; 
On Tuesday noon, or night ; on Wednesday morn 
1 prithee name the time ; but let it not 
Exceed three days : in faith he 's penitent ; 

And yet his trespass, in our common reason, 

^ve that, they say, tlie wars must make example 
Out of their best,) is not almost a fault 
To incur a private check : When sliall he come ¥ 

Tell me, Othello. 1 wonder in my soul, 

What you would ask me that 1 should deny. 

Or stand so mammering^ on. What ' Michael CassilS 
That came a wooing with you; and so many a time, 
When I have spoke of you dispraisingly, 

* Sweet Desdffoum, lo five passages of this play, in the 
foho edition, Desdemona la callad Denemm, The abbreviation 
was not a capricious one, nor was it introduced merely tot the 
sake of rhythm. It fei clearly used as an epithet of fhmiUai 
tenderness. 

b MammeriMg, The quarto, mutlerveg. The word, havinff 
the meaning of iii«pefiie~-do«6t, is constantly used by our old 
writers. 
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HAth your pazi; to havp lo much to do 
TV) bring him in f Tnut m«^ 1 could do much,— 

PrithM^ no morn : ik him come when he will ; 
I will deny thee nothing. 

Det. Why, thie it not a boon ; 

T is as r should entreat you wear your gloves, 

Or feed on nourishing dishes, or keep you warm ; 

Or sue to you to do a peculiar profit 
To your own person : Nay, when 1 have a suit 
Wherein 1 mean to touch your love indeed, 

It shall be full of poize and difficult weight, 

And fearful to be granted. 

0th. 1 will deny thee nothing : 

Whereon, 1 do beseech thee, grant me this, 

To leave me but a little to myself. 

Dea. Shall 1 deny you ? no : Farewell, my lord. 
0th, Farewell, my Desdemona : I 'll come to thee 
straiglit. 

Dea. Emilia, come : — Be as your fancies teach you ; 
Whatever you be, 1 am obedient. A Exit, with Ekxlxa. 

0th. Excellent wretch !* Penntion catch my nnl 
Bui 1 do love tliee ! and when 1 love thee not 
Cliaos is come again. 
loffo. My noble lord, — 

0th. « What dost thou say, lago t 

/oyo. Did Michael Cassio, when yOuwoo'd my lady, 
Know of your lore i 

O^. He did, from fint to laet : Why dost thou ask f 
leigo. But for a satisfaction of my thought ; 

No further hann. 

0th. Why of tby thought, lago f 

logo. I did not thina he had been acquainted with her. 

* ff'retoh. The playhooM eopiw, in their aicely-criticat 
phraseology, give us wench instead of wretch. Johnson pro- 
perly explains wretch as exnresslDg “ the utmost degree of 
amiablenem, joined with an idea, which perhaps all tendemeis 
includes, of feebleness, si^eas, und want of protection," 



So tint m.] 


OTHmUI. 


m 

Oth. 0,ym; and wen* btt««c9 us vtry oft. 
logo* Indeedif 

OiK Uideedt Ay^iiiMi^BiaownVAIlKMaiii^ 
tlwtf 

Is he nothoiMitt 
logo. Benest, mj lofdY 

Oth. HoDMtf Ay) hottest. 

logo. My lord, for aught I know. 

0&. What doit thou think t 

logo. Think, my lord? 

Oth. Think, ray lord? Alas! thou echoeyt me 
Ai if there were some monster in thy thought 
Too hideous to be shown.— ‘Thou dost mean some- 
thing : 

I heard thee say even now,r-Thou lik’dst not that, 
When Cassio left my with : What didst not^like t 
And, when I told thee he was of my connsel 
In my whole course of wooing, thou cry’dst, Indeed ? 
And didst contract and purse thy brow together, 

As if thou then hadst shut up in thy brain 
Some horrible conceit : If diou dost love me 
Show me thy thought. 

logo. My lord, you know I love you. 

Oth. 1 think thou dost ; 

And, for 1 know thou Vt fiill of love and honesty, 

And weigh’st thy words before thou giv’st them breath, 
Th^efore these stops of thine fright me the more : 

For such things in a iklse disloyal knave 
Are tricks of custom ; but in a man that 's juit, 

They 're close delations,* working from the heart, 

That passion cannot rule. 

logo. For Michael Cassio,— 

1 dare be sworn 1 think that he is honait. 

Oth. I think so too. 

* D^titms. We haTe adopted Johnson's ingeaiotts sujrges- 
tion, that the diiationt of tlie folio wag delationg~~wcsgX aoeuaw 
tioBs. Sir Henry Wotton uses delatum in the save sense. 
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M«n should be what they seem 
04 mbse that be not Vould they might seem none! 
Certain, men should be what they seem. 
logo. Why then, 1 think Cassio ’s an honeBt man. 
0th, Nay, yet there *s more in thisf 
1 pritliee speak to me, as to thy thinkings, 

As thou dost ruminate ; and give thy worst of thoughts 
The worst of words. 


letgo, Gkx)d my lord, pardon me ; 

Though 1 am bound to every act of duty, 

I am not bound to that all slaves are ftee to. 

Utter my thoughts ? Why, say, they are vile and false,—* 
As where s that ^ace whereinto foul things 
Sometimes intrude notf — who has a breast so pure. 

But some uncleanly apprehensions 
Keep leets and law-days, and in sessions sit 
With meditations lawful ? 

0th, Thou dost conspire against thy friend, lago, 

If thou but think'st him wrong'd, and mak'st his ear 
A stranger to thy thoughts. 

logo. I do beseech you, 

Though 1, perchance, am vicious in my guess, 

(As 1 confess it is my nature's plague 

To spy into abuses, and of my jealousy 

Shapes faults that are no^) thiu your^ wisdom 

From one that so imperfe^y conceits 

Would take no notice ; nor build yourself a trouble 

Out of his scattering and unsure observance : 

It were not for your quiet, nor your good, 

Nor for my manhood, honesty, and wisdom, 

To let you know my thoughts. 

0th, ^ What dost thou mean? 

logo. Good name in man and woman, dear my lord, 
Is the immediate jewel of their souls : 

Who steals my pptB0 steals trash ; 'tis something, no- 
thing; I 

'T was mine, 't is hii^ and has been slave to thousands ; 
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But he that filches firom me good namCi 
Rubs me of that which not enriches him. 

And makes me poor indeed. 

0th. I 'll know thy thoughts. 

IcLgo. You cannot, if my heart were in your hand} 
Nor shall not, whilst ’til in my custody. 

Ha ! 

logo. O, beware, my 1^, of iealousy; 

It is the green^y'd monster, which dom mock 
The meat it fee^ on i*- That cuckold lives in bliss 
Who, certain of his fate, loves not his wronger; 

But, O, what damned minutes tells he o'er, 

Who dotes, yet doubts ; suspects, yet fondly loves ! 

0th. O misery ! 

logo. Poor, and content, is rich, and rich enough; 
But riches, fineless,^ is as poor as winter, 

To him that ever fears he shall be poor : 

Good heaven, the souls of all my tribe defmid 
From jealousy I 

Ofhr. Why ! why is this? 

Think'st thou, I 'd make a life of jealousy, 

To follow still the changes of the moon 

With fresh suspicions? No : to be once in doubt, 

Is once to be resolv'd : Exchange me for a goat, 

When I shall turn the business of my soul 
To such exsuflBicate*’ and blow'd surmises, 

*■ Malone adopts the reading, » 

** it is the green-sy'd monster which doth Molke 
rrhe meat it feeds on." 

We have no doubt that mocft it the true word ; and that it may 
be explttuied, which doth play with,— half receive, half reiect, 
r^he meat it feeds on. 
b Ftae/f’M— endleM. 

« Emsuffimu. Todd, in hii edition of* Johnson's Dietkmary.* 
says that exsufflicate may be traced to the low Latin e^vn^garv, 
to spit down upon, an ancient form of exorcising, and flgorwvely 
to out in abhorrence or contempt. EwstMitme may thue 
signify contemptible. ^ 

VOLi VIII. 


0 
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jbitcbing thy iofersnott. T it Qot to noako me jealous, 
Tb tay my wife it fair, feeds well, loves company, 

It free of speech, tings, plays, and dances *, 

Where virtue is, these are more virtuous : 

Nor from mine own weak merits will I draw 
The smallest fear, or doubt of her revolt , 

For she had eyes, and chose me : No, lago ; 

1 11 see before 1 doubt ; when I doubt^ prove; 

And, on the proof, there is no more but this, — 

Away at once with bve, or jealousy. 

logo, I am glad of this ; for now I shall liave reason 
To show the love and duty that I bear you 
With franker spirit : therefore, as I am bound, 

Receive it from me : — 1 speak not yet of proof. 

Look to your wife ; observe her well with Cassio ; 

Wear your eyes thus, — not jealous, nor secure ; 

I would not have your feee and noble nature, 

Out of self-bounty, be abusM $ look to ’t * 

I know our country disposition well ; 

In Venice they do let heaven bm the pranks 

They dare not show their husbanos ; their best conifeienoe 

Is not to leave undone, but keep imknown. 

0th. Dost thou say so? 

logo. She did deceive her father, marrying you ; 

And when she seem'd to shake and fear your looks, 

She lov'd them most. 

0th. And so she did. 

lago. Why, go to, then ; 

She ^at so young could give out such a seeming, 

To seel her father's eyes up, close as oak, 

He thought 't was witchcraft : But I am much to 
blame ; 

I humbly do besewh you of your pardon. 

For too much loving you. 

0th. . I am bound to thee for ever. 

logo. I see, this bath a little dash'd your spirits. 

0th. Not a jot, not a jot. 
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logo, Tnur 1 ftur it hii* 

1 hope you will ooninder vliiit ii «p(Ac4 

Comet from my love But I do tee yOtt are mov'd 

1 am to pray you not to itrain my tpeech 

To groiier iwuet, tior to larger reach 

Than to luspicion. 

Oth. I will not 

logo. Should you do to^ my lord. 

My t^ch should fall into such vile tuooew* 

Which my thoughts aim'd not Cassb's my worthy 
^end ; — 

My lord, 1 see you are mov'd. 

Oth. No, not much mov'd : — 

I do not think but Desdemona 's honest. 
logo. Long live she so ! and long live you to thihk lO ! 
Oth. And yet, how nature erring from itself,— 
logo. Ay, there 's the point : — As, — ^to be bold with 
you,— 

Not to affect many proposed matches 
Of her own clime, complexion, and degree; 

Whereto, we see, in all things nature tends ; 

Foh ! one may smell in such a will most rank, 

Foul disproportions, thoughts unnatural,— 

But, pardon me ; 1 do not in position 
Distinctly speak of her : though 1 may fbar, 

Her will, recoiling to her better judgment. 

May fall to match you with her country forms, 

And, happily, repent. 

Oth. Farewell, farewell ; 

If more thou dost perceive let me know more ; 

Set on thy wife to observe : Leave me, lago. 
logo. My lord, I take my leave. \G<Ang. 

Oth. Why did I marry f — This honest creature, 
doubtless. 

Sees and knows more, much more, than he unfolds. 
iQgo. My lord, I would I might entreat your honour 
* Atcceut-suecession— consequence. 

o 2 
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To scan this thing no farther; leave it to time : 
Although is fit t!^t Gasiio have his place, 

(For, eure, be fills it up with great ability,) 

Ye^ if you please to hold him off awhile, 

You shall by that perceive him and his means : 

Note, if your lady strain his entertainment 
With any strong or vehement importunity ; 

Much will be seen in that. In the mean time, 

Let me be thought too busy in my fears, 

(As worthy cause I have to fear 1 am,) 

And hold her free, 1 do beseech your honour. 

0th. Fear not my government. 

logo. 1 once more take my leave. [Exit. 

0th. This fellow *s of exceeding honesty. 

And knows all qualities, with a learned spirit, 

Of human dealings : If I do prove her haggard, 

Though that her jesses were my dear heart-strings, 

I *d whistle her oif, and let her down the wind, 

To prey at fortune. « Haply, for 1 am black ; 

And have not those soft parts of converMtion 
That chamberers have : Or, for I am declin'd 
Into die vale of years ; — yet that 's not much > 

She 's gone ; 1 am abus'd ; and my relief 
Must be to loath her. O curse of marriage. 

That we can call these delicate creatures ours. 

And not their appetites ! 1 had rather be a toiul. 

And live upon the vapour of a dungeon. 

Than keep a comer in the thing 1 love, 

For other's uses. Yet 't is the plague of great ones y 
Frerogativ'd are they less than the base ; 

*r is destiny unshunnable, like death ; 

Even then this forked plague is fated to us, 

When we do quicken. Look, where she comes. 

* The images ia this sentence are derived from falconry. 
Some doubts exist whether the haggard was an unreclalmw 
hawk: but there is >no doubt that the old adiedbe haggard 
means wild. The jetses are the footstraps of a hawk. 
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Etvler Dbsdemoka. and Exii^xii. 

If she be false, 0, then heaven mocks itself! 

1 'll not believe 't. 

jDes. How now, my dear Othellof 

Your dinner, and the generous islanders 
By you invited, do attend your presence. 

0th, 1 am to blame. 

Dea. Why do you speak so faintly ? 

Are you not welll 

0th I have a pain upon my forehead here. 

Dei. Why, that 's witn watching ; 't will away again t 
Let me but bind it hard, widiin this hour 
It will be well. 

Otk. Your napkin « is too little ; 

[He puts the handkercMef from him, and it drope. 
Let It alone. Gome, I 'll go in with you. 

Dee. 1 am very sorry that you are not well. 

[Exeunt 0th. and Du. 
Emil. 1 am glad I have found this napkin ; 

This was her first remembrance from the Moor : 

My wayward husband hath a hundred times 
Woo'd me steal it : but she so loves the token, 

(For he conjur'd her she should ever keep it,) 

That she reserves it evermore about her, 

To kiss, and talk to. 1 'll have the work tg'en ont,^ 
And give 't lago ; what he will do with it, 

Heaven knows, not 1 : 

I nothing, but to please his fantasy. 

Enter Iaqo. 

lago. How now ! what do you here alone f 

■ Napkin and handkerchief were synonymous 
^ Emilia does not propose to obliterate the work, but to r m 
the work, and to restore the original to Desdemona. lago's abninl 
address frightens her firom her purpose. That to'en out meana 
copied, we find in the subsequent scene, when Cussio says to 
Bianca, take me this work out I’d have it copied. 
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mk Do not you chide ; I hn^e a thing for you. 
logo. A thing for mef — ^it is a common thing — 
Emil. Ha! 

logo. To have a foolieh wife. 

Emil. O, ia that allf What will you give me 
now 

F6r that game handkerchief f 
logo. What handkerchief? 

Emil, What handkerchief f 
Why, that the Moor first gave to Desdemona; 

That which so often you Sid bid me steal. 
logo. Hast stolen it from her f 
EmiL No; but she let it drop by negligence : 

And, to the advantage, 1 being here, took 't up. 

Look, here it is. 

lago. A good wench ; give it me. 

Emii. What will you do with\ that you have been 
so earnest 

To have me filch it f 

logo. Why, what ’s that to you ? 

[Snatehing A. 

Emil. If it be not for some purpose of import, 

Give ’t me again : Poor lady 1 die 11 run nWl 
When she shall lack it. 

logo. Be not acknown on 't : I have use for it. 

Oo^ leave mi. [Exit Eii ilia. 

I will in Cassioh lodging lose this napkin, 

And let him find it : Trifles, light as air. 

Are to the jealous confirmations strong 
As proofs of holy writ. This may do something. 

The Moor already ^hang|es with my poison : 

Dangerous conceits are^ m their natures, poisons, 

Which, at the first, are scarce found to distaste ; 

But, with a little act uprni the blood, 

Bum like the mines of sulphur.— I did say so*— 

* J rftd so. These words on dmply used in the common 
8« nse^J sshI so->/ sms righu 
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Look, where he eomei ! Not Poppy, nor OMiidrlfqnii,* 
Nor all the drairiy tynipe of me world, 

Shall ever medicine thee to that iweet sleep 
Which thou ow*dit yesterday. 

OUBSLLO. 

(Hh. Ha! ha! ftlsetome) 

logo. Why, bow now, general t no more of that 
Oth» Avaunt! be gone! thou hast set me on tbs 
rack 

I swear, *t is better to be much abus’d, 

Than but to know 'i a little. 
logo. How now, my lord f 

Oth. What sense had I in her stolen hours of lustf 
I saw ’t not, thought it not, it harm’d not me : 

1 slept the next night well, fed well, was and meny ; 

I found not Cassio’s kisses on her lips : 

He that is robb’d, not wanting wbat is stolen, 

Let him not know % and he ’s not robb’d at all. 
lago. 1 am sorry to hear this. 

OtA. I had been happy, if the general camp. 
Pioneers and all, had tast^ her sweet body, 

So 1 had nothing known : O now, for ever, 

Farewell the tranqiul mind ! farewell content ! 

Farewell the plumed troops, and the big wars. 

That make ambition virtue ! O, farewell ! 

Farewell die neighing steed, and the shrill trump, 

The spirit-stirring drum, the ear-piercing fife, 

The royal banner ; and aU quality, 

Pride, pomp, and circumstance of glorious war ! 

And 0 you mortal engines, whose rude throats 
The immortal Jove’s dread clamoun counterfeit, 
Farewell ! Othello's occupation *8 gone ! 
logo. Is ’t possible, my loidf 
OfA Villain, be sure thou prove my love a whore; 

* Mandragora. The mmdmke was used by the aneients as a 
powerful opiate. 
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of it ; give me'the ocular proof ; 

[Taking him by the throat* 
Or, by the worth of mine eternal soul, 

Thou iiadit been better have been bom a dog 
Than answer my wak'd wrath. 

logo. Is *t come to this 9 

^ 0th* Make me see 'tj or, at the least, so prove it. 
That the probation bear no hinge, nor lo(m, 

To hang a doubt on : or woe upon thy life ! 
logo* My noble lord, — 

0th* If thou dost slander her, and torture m^ 

Never pray more : abandon all remorse ; 

On honor's head horrors accumulate : 

Do deeds to make heavm weep, all earth amaz'd, 

For nothing canst thou to damnation add, 

Greater thw that. 

layo, O grace ! O heaven forgive * me ! 

Are you a man f have you a soul, or sense f — 

God be wi' you; take mine office. — 0 wretched fool, 
That lov’st ^ to make thine honesty a vice, — 

0 monstrous world 1 Take note, take note, 0 world. 
To be direct and honest is not safe. 

1 thank you for this profit; and, from hence, 

I 'll love no friend, sith love breeds such offence. 

0th. Nay, stay : — Thou shouldst be honest. 
logo* I should be wise; for honesty 's a fool, 

And loses that it works for. 

Oih. By the world, 

I t hink my wife be honest, and think she is not ; 

1 think that thou art just, and think thou art not ; 

I 11 have some proof : My name,** that was as fresh 

* Formw* The quarto defend* 

Lovrtt* The man that foves to carry his honesty so far that 
it becomes a vice, is What lago means when he calls himself a 
JM. 

6 My name. In alt modern editions, except Rowe’s, thU has 
been changed into ker name. Ihere is probably not a more 
fatal corruption of the meaning of the po^ amongst the thua« 
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As Dian's visaAe, is now begrim'd and black 
As mine own face*— If there be cords, or knives, 

Poison, or fire, or lufibcating streams, 

1 'll not endure it-^Would 1 were satisfied! 

/o^o. 1 see, sir, you are eaten up with passion : 

I do repent me that I put it to you. 

Ton would be satisfied f 

0th. Would f nay, and I will* 

logo. And may: But howf b^ aatisfled, my 
lord? 

Would you the supervision grossly gape on? 

Behold her topp'jf 

0th. Death and damnation ! O ! 

logo. It were a tedious difficulty, 1 think, 

To bring them to that prospect : Damn them then, 

If ever mortal eyes do see them bolster, 

More than their own ! What then ? how then ? 

What shall I say ? Where ’s satisfaction? 

It is impossible you should see this, 

Were they as prime as goats, as hot as monkeys, 

As salt as wolves in pride, and fools as gross 
As ignorance made drunk. But yet, 1 say. 

If imputation, and strong circumstances, 

■and corruptioni for which his editors are answerable. It 
destroys the master-key to Othello's character. It is his intense 
feeling of kanow that makes hk wife’s supposed fault so terrific 
to him. It U not that Desdemona't name is begrimed and black, 
but that hit own name is degraded. This one thought, here for 
the first time exhibited, pervades all the rest of the play ; and 
when we understand how the poison operates upon Othello’s 
mind, we are ^uite prepared fhlly to believe him when he 
says, in conclosion, — 

** For nought 1 did in hate, but all in honour.” 

The thought that his own name is now tarnished drives him at 
once into a phrensy. He has said, ** I 'll have tofte proqfi*' bat 
the moment that the idea of dishonour comes across his le^tive 
nature, he buists into uncontrolled fury 

If there be cords, or knives. 

Poison, or fire, or suffocating streams, 

I'll not endure U.** 
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Which lead directly to the doer of tmdi, 

Will give you eatie&otioo, you might have 
Otk, Give me a living reaeon she > diebyal. 

Ictgo. I do not like the office t 
But, eith 1 am enter'd in thie oauie so far, 

Prick'd to *t by foolisli honesty and lovc^ 

I will go on. I lay with Caiiio lately ; 

And, bmg troubled with a raging tooth, 

I could n^ sleep. 

There are a kind of men so loose of soul. 

That in their slee^ will mutter their affiuis ; 

One of this kind is Gassio : ^ 

In sleep 1 heard him say, — Sweet Desdemona, 

Let us be wary, let us hide our loves ! 

And then, sir, would h^ gripe and wring my hand. 

Cry, — 0 sweet creature! tmm kiss me hard, 

As if he pluck'd up kissee by the roots. 

That grew upon my lips ; lay hM lf||| 0 *er my thigh, 
And sigh, and kiss ; and then oS fjtrf W kused fate 
That gave thee to (he Moor ! 

0th, OiiiMiijKutf numstrous! 

logo. Nay, this was but his djham. 

0th. But this denoted a foregone concliuion ; 

'T is a shrewd doubt, though it be but a dream. 

logo. And tiiis may help to thicken other prooft, 
That do demonstrate thinly. 

Oih, 1 'll tear her all to pieces. 

l€tgo. Nay, but be wise ; yet we see nothing done *, 
She may be honest yet. Tell me but this,— 

Have you not sometimes seen a handkerchief, 

Spotted with strawberries, in your wife's hand? 

0th. 1 nve her such a one ; 't was my first gift. 
logo. llmow not that : but such a handkerchief, 

(I am sure it was your wife's,) did I to-day 
Sie Gassio wipe his heard wim. 

Oth, If it be that, — 

logo. If it be that or any, if 't was her's, 

If speaks against her, with the other proofs* 
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0th. O, that the slave had forty thomand lives } 

One is too poor, too weak ftir my levange! 

Now do I see 't is traew*->I«Qok here, la^i 
All my fimd love thus I do blow to heaven t 
T is gone. — 

Arise, blaok vengemoe^ from die hollow hell ! 

Yield up^ O love^ thy crown, and hearted tfanme, 

To tyr^ous hate I swell, bosom, with thy frau^ 

For ^t is of aspioks* tongues ! 
logo. Yet, be content. 

0th. O, blood, bkod, blood ! 

Togo. Patieno^ I say ; your mind may change, 

0th. Never, lago. ‘Like to the Pontick sea, 

Whose icy current and compulsive course 
Ne'er keeps retiring ebb, but keeps due on 
To the Propontick and the Hellespont: 

Even so my bloody thoughts, with violent pace. 

Shall ne'er look bsick, ne'er ^b to humble love, 

Till tliat a capable and wide revenge 

Swallow them up. — Now, by yond' marble heaven, 

In the due reverence of a sacr^ vow [Knetla, 

I here engage my words. 

logo. Do not rise yet. — [IShee^r. 

Witness, you ever-burning lights ab^e ! 

You elements that dip us round about ! 

Witness, that here lago doth give up 
The execution of his wit, hands, heart, 

To wrong'd Othello's service ! let him command, 

And to obey shall be in me remorse^ 

What bloody business ever — 

* A sentleman who writes to us as a sailor.” begs us to 
Qotioe this passage as exliibituig a proof of the poet’s know- 
ledge ” of the continual flow or the tide through the Gut of 
Oibnltar.” 

b It is quite clear that Othello interrupts ihfr eonolusion of 
Xago’s spsMh. At die moment when he has ssid that obedience 
toCMhello shall stand in the place of remorse (meroy)— " What 
bloody businem ever” (Othello may command), Othello,Jump- 
ing at his meaning, at once seta him upon the murder of Cassio. 
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0th. ^ I gwet tby love^ 

Not with vain thanks, but with acceptance branteoui^ 
And will upon the instant put thee to 't : 

Within these three days let me hear thee say 
That Cassio 's not alive. 

laffo. My friend is dead ; 't is done, at your request s 
But let her live. 

0th, Damn her, lewd minx ! O, damn her ! 

Come, go with me apart ; I will withdraw, 

To fimiish me with some swift means of death 
For t])e fair devil. Now art thou my lieutenant 

lago. I am your own for ever. [Exemt. 

SCENE IV.— 2%4.same. 

Enter Dsbobmona, Emilia, and Clown. 

Des. Do you know, sirrah, where lieutenant Cassio 
lies? 

Clo. I dare not say he lies any where. 

Dea. Why, man f 

Clo. He is a soldier ; and for me to say a soldier lies 
is stabbing. 

Dea, Gto to *t Where lodges heT 

Clo. To tell you where he lodges is to tell you where 
I lie. 

Dea. Can any thing be made of this? 

Clo. 1 know not wjiere he lodges ; and for me to de- 
vise a lodging, and.||||rae lies here, or he lies there, were 
to lie in mine own 

Dea. Can you i^jmre him out, and be edified by re- 
])ort ? 

Clo. I will catechize the world for him ; that is, make 
questions, and by them answer. 

Dea. I^k him, bid him come hither ; tell him, 1 have 
moved my lord in his behalf, and hope all will ^ weU. 

Clo. To do this is within the compass of man's wit ; 
and therefore I will attempt the doing it. [Exit. 

Dea. Where should 1 lose the handkerchief, Emilia! 
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Emil, I know not, madam. 

Des, Believe me, 1 had rather have loet my puree 
Full of cruiadoetk And, but my noble Moor 
le true of mind, and made of no such basenen 
Ae jealoue ereaturae are, it were enough 
To put him to ill thinking. 

&nU, Im he not jealous T 

Dee, Who, het 1 think the sun, where he was bom, 
Drew all such humoun bnm him. 

EmiL Look where he comes. 

Dee. 1 will not leave him now, till Cassio 
Be call'd to him. — How is 't with you, my lord ? 

Enter Otbbx.lo. 

0th, Well, my good lady j — [Aside.] 0, liardness, 
to dissemble ! — 

How do you, Desdemona ? 

Dee. Well, my, good lord, 

0th, Give me your hand : This hand is moist, nty 
lady. 

Dee. It yet has felt no age, nor known no sorrow. 

0th, Tl^ argues fruitfulness, and liberal heart *, 

Hot, hot, and moist : This band of yours requires 
A sequester from liberty, fasting and prayer, 

Much castigation, exercise devout ; 

For here 's a young and sweating devil here. 

That commonly rebels. 'T is a good hand, 

A frank one. 

Dee. You may, indeed, say so ; 

For 't was that hand that gave away my heart. 

0th, A liberal hand : The hearts of old gave bands : 
But our new heraldry is — ^hands, not hearts. 

Dee. I cannot spe^ of tlM. Come now, your promise. 
0th, What promise, chuck f 
Dee. 1 have sent to bid Cassio come speak witii you. 
0th, I have a salt and sorry rheum offends me ; 
Lend me thy handkerchief. 
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Des, Here^ my lord. 

0th. That which 1 gave you. 

De8, 1 have not about me* 

Oih. Nott 

’ De$. No, indeed, my loud. 

0th. That ia a fault: 

That handkerchief 

Did an Egyptian to my mother give ; 

She was a clmnner, and could almost read 
The thoughts of people : she told her, while she kept it, 
T would make her amiable, aud subdue my father 
Entirely to her love ; but if she lost it, 

Or made a gift of it, my father's eye 

Should hold her loathly, and his spirits should hunt 

After new fancies : She, dying, gave it me ; 

And bid me, when my fate would have me wive, 

To give it her. 1 did so : and take heed on 't, 

Make it a darling; like your precious eye ; 

To lose ’t or glvu’t away, were such perdition 
As nothing else could match. 

Des. Is 't possible? 

0th. "T is true : There 's magic m the web of it : 

A sibyl, that had number'd in the world 
The sun to course two hundred compasses, 

In her prophetic fury sew'd the work : 

The worms were haUow'd that did breed the silk ; 

And it was dy’d in ^i|bimy, which die skilftil 
Conserv'd of maidens^ hearts. 

Des. Indeed ; is 't true ? 

0th. Most veritable; therefbre look to 't well. 

Des. Then 'would to heaven that I bad never seen it. 
0th. Ha! wherefore? 

Dea, Why do you speak so startingly and rash ? 

0th. Is lost ? is 't gone? speak, is 't out of the Way ? 
Des. Bless us ! 

0th. Say you ? 

^ Des. It is not lost : But what and if it were? 
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Oth. How? 

Des, 1 lay, it ii not loit 

CHh, Fetich % let me fee it. 

Des. Why. lo I can, lir, but I will not now; 

Thi* ii a trick, to ]^t me from xny euit; 

Pray you, let Oamio be receiv'd again. 

Oth, Fetch me the handkerchief : my mind mjiigirei. 
Des. Come, come j 

You 11 never meet a more eufficient man. 

O^. The handkerchief, — 

Des, 1 pray, talk me of Caesio. 

Oth. The handkerchief,— 

Des. A man that, all his time^ 

Hath founded his good fortunes on your love, 

Shar'd dangers wim you; — 

Oth, The handkerchief, — 

Des. In sooth, you are to blame. 

Oth. Away I (Exit Otbello, 

Emil. Is not this man jealous f 
Des, I ne’er saw this before. 

Sure, there ’s some wonder in this handkerchief ; 

1 am most unhappy in the loss of it. 

Emil. ’T is not a year or two shows us a man : 

They are all but stomachs, and we all but food ; 

They eat us hungerly, and when they are full 
They belch us. Look you ! Cassio, and my husband. 

Enter Iago <md Cassio. 

laffo. There is no otiier way ; ’t is she must do ’t; 
And, lo^ the happiness I go^ and importune her. 

Des. How now, good Cassio ? wnat ’s the news with 
you? 

Ceu, Madam, my former suit : I do beseech you. 
That, by your virtuous means, I may again 
Exist, and be a member of his love, 

Whom 1, with all the office of my heart, 

Entirely honour ; I would not be delay’d ; 
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If my offence be of such mortal kind, 

That nor my service past, nor present sorrows, 

Nor purpos'd merit in fbiurity 
Can ransom me into his love again, 

But to know so must be my be^fit ; 

So shall I clothe me in a forc'd content, 

And shut myself up in some other course, 

To fortune's alms. 

Des. Alas ! thrice-gentle Cassio, 

My advocation is not now in tune ; 

My lord is not my lord ; nor should I know him, 
Were he in favour, as in humour, alter'd. 

So help me every spirit sanctified, 

As 1 have spoken for you all my best, 

And stood within the blank of his dimleasure. 

For my free speech ! You must awhUe be patient : 
What 1 can ao I will ; and more 1 will, 

Than for myself I dare : let that suffice you. 
lago. Is my lord angry f 
Emil, He went hence hut now. 

And, certainly, in strange unquietness. 

lago. Can he be angry? I have seen the cannon, 
When it hath blown his ranks into the air; 

And, like the devil, from hie very arm 
Puff’d his own brother ; — ^And can he be angT^ ? * , 
Something of mom^ then; I will go meet him;^ 
There 's matter in x J^eed, if he be angry. 

Dea. I prithee, Ifb so. — ^mething, sure, of state, 

\ExU Iaoqn 

Either from Venice ; or some nnhatch'd practice 
Made denMnstrable here in Cyprus to him, 

Hath pu^ed his clear sjpirit : and, in such cases, 
Men's natures wrangle with inferior things, 

Though great ones are their object. 'T is even so ; 

For let our finger ache, and it indues 

Our other healthfiil members ev'n to a sense 

Of pain: Nay, we must tliink men are not gods; 
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Nor of them look for Buch observancy 

As fits the bridal. — Beriirevr me much, Emilia, 

I was (unhandsome warrior as 1 am) 

Arraigning his unkindness with my soul; 

But now I find 1 had suborn'd the witae^ 

And he 's indicted fiUsely. 

Emil. Pray heaven it he state matters, as you think ; 
And no conception, nor no jealous toy, 

Concerning you. 

Dea. Alas, the day ! 1 never gave him cause. 

Emil, But jealous souls will not be answer'd so ; 
They are not ev«T jealous for the cai^ 

But jealous for they 're Jealous: It is a monster, 

Begot upon itself, bom on itsdf. 

Dea, Heaven keep the minister from Othello's mind ! 
Emil. Lady, amen. 

Dea. I will go seek him. — Cassio, walk hereabout : 
If I do find him fit, 1 'll move your suit, 

And seek to effect it to my uttermost. 

Caa. 1 humbly thank your ladyship. 

[Exeunt Dbsdbmona and Emilia. 

Enter Bxanoa. 

Bion. Save you, friend Cassio ! 

Caa. What make you firom home f 

How is it with you, my most fair Bianca t 
Indeed, sweet love, 1 was coming to your house. 

Bum, And I was going to your lodging, Cassio. 
What ! keep a week away f seven days and nights f 
Eight score eight hours f and lovers* absent hours. 

More tedious than the dial eight score times f 

0 weary reckoning ! 

Cm, Pardon me, Bianca ; 

1 have this while with leaden thoughts been press'd ; 
But I shall, in a more contmuate* time, 

*■ CmlNisats ttiM, is time uninterrupted 
VOL. VIXX. p 
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Strike off thif score of absence. Sweet Bianca, 

[CHmng her Dbedrmona's handkej^ief. 
Take me this work out 

Bian. 0, Cassio, whence came this? 

This is some token from a newer friend. 

To the felt absence now I feel a cause. 

Is ’t come to this? Well, well. 

Qo woman ! 

Throw your vile guesses in the deviFs teeth, 

From whence you have tiiem. You are jealous now 
That this is from some mistress, some remembrance : 
No, in good troth, Bianca. 

Bian, Why, whose is it? 

Cos, I know not, neither : 1 found it in my chamber. 
1 like the work well : ere it be demanded, 
like enough it will,) I *d have it co|)ied : 

Take it, and do ^t ; and leave me for this time. 

Bim, Leave you! wherefore? 

Cos. I do attrad here on the general ; 

And think it no addition, nor my wish, 

To have him see me woman'd. 

Bian, Why, 1 pray you? 

Cos. Not that 1 love you not. 

Bian. But that you do not love me. 

I pray you bring me qn |ibe way a little ; 

An<i^ If I shall soon at night. 

is but a iny that 1 can bring you, 
Forl^lfod here : btif see you soon. 

Bian. *T is very good : 1 must be circumstanced. 

[BaeunC, 
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ACT IV. 

SCENE I. — Before the Chuth, 

Enter Othsixo etnd Iaoo. 

loffo. Will you think sof 

0&. Think 

lago. What, 

To kiss in private f 

0th, • An uiiauthori3*d.1^ ? 
lago. Or to be naked with her friend in bed. 

An hour, or more, not meaning any harm ? 

0th. Naked in bed, lago, and not mean harmf 
It is hypocrisy against the devil : 

They tl»t mean virtuousJy, and yet do so, 

The devil their virtue tempts, and tliey tempt heaven. 

/opo. If they do nothing, *t is a venial slip : 

But if I give my wife a handkei chief, — 

0th. Whattkn^ 

logo. Why then ^t is hers, my lord ; and, being hers, 
She may, 1 tUnk, bestow 't <ai any man. 

0th, She IS protectress of her honour too ; 

May she give that f 

lago. Her honour is an essence that ’s not seen ; 
They have it very oil that have it not : 

But, for the handkerchief, — 

0th. By heaven, I would most gladly have forgot 
it : — 

Thou said'st, — 0, it comes o’er my memory, 

As doth the raven o'er the infectious house. 

Boding to all, — he had my handkerchief. 
logo. Ay, what of that! 

0th. That 's not so good, now, 

p 2 
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logo. What, if I had laid I had seen him do you 
wrong? 

Or heard him say, (os knaves be such^kbroad, 

Who, having by their own importunate suit, 
Orwolulitary dotage of some mistress, 

Convinc^i or supplied them, cannot choose 
But they must blab,) — 

0th, Hath he said anything? 

logo, Bh^batih, my lord; but be you well assur'd, 
No more wUh ^e 'll unswear. 

What hath he said ? 

logo, WfiwSn' he did, — 1 know not what he did. 
0th, Whaf?K|^t? 
logo. Lie — 

0th, With her ? 

lago. With her ; — on her ; — what you will. 

0th, Lie with her ! lie on her ! — We say, lie on her, 
when they belie her \ Lie with hei ! that 's fulsome. — 
Handkerchief,-— confessions, -"handkerchief. — To con- 
fess, and be hanged for his labour. — First, to be hanged, 
and then to confess : — I tremble at it. Nature would 
not invest herself in such shadowing passion, without 
some instruction. It is not words that slmke me thus \ — 


Pish ! — Noses, ears, and lips : — Is 't possible ?--^-<l0n- 
fess ! — Handkerchief! — O devil I [FallSf in a trance," 
logo. Work on, 

My medicine, work I Thui cied^us fools are caught ; 
And many worthy and chaifl^ even thus, 

All guiltless meet reproabh.~fAitj ho ! my lord! 


My lord, I say ! ‘ 
Cos, Whatijl 
• ThestandlM 
have ahered fldpB 
meant, that OtlM 
quarto m, he mam 
hoijhllm 


.Enter CiWO. 

B "How now, Cassio ? 

tbllo is, jWfc in a traaes. We 
to exprm, what no douht was 
aUa. The of the Arst 

)*■ statement to Cassio, my hrA 
i meant for a falsehood. 
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Jaffo, My lord it fallen into an epilepiy | 

TliU ig hU second fit ; he bad one yeiteraa^* 

C(u, Rub him about the templm. 

Taffo, No, foibear: 

Tlie lethargy must have his qiuet course : 

If not, he foams at mouth ; aud> by and by. 

Breaks out to savage madness. Look, he stirs : 

Do you withdraw yourself a Utde whiles 
He will recover straight : whoa he is gone^ 

I would on great ooeasion speak with yom — 

[Exit Camio. 

How is it, general f have you not hurt jy our head f 
0th. Dost thou mock met .« 

lago. 1 mock you t no, by heaven : 

'Would you would bear your fortune like a man. 

0th. A homed man 's a monster, and A beast. 
lago. There 's many a beast then in a populous city, 
And many a civil monster. 

0th, Did he confess it f 

laao. Glood sir, be a man ; 

Thiidc, every bearded fellow that 's but yok’d 
May draw with you : there ’s millions now alive 
That nightly lie in those unproper beds, 

Which diey dare swear peculiar ; your case is better. 

O, ’t is the spite of hell, the fiend’s arch-mock, 

To lip a wanton in a secure couch, 

And to suppose her chaste ! No, let me know ; 

And, knowing what 1 am, 1 know what she dudl be. 
0th, O, thou art wise ; ’t is certain. 
logo, ^ Stand you awhile apart ; 

Confine yourself but m a patient list* 

Whilst you were her^ o’erwhelmed with your grief, 

(A passion most unsuiting such a mao,) 

Cassio came hither : 1 shifted him away, 

And laid good 'scuse upon your ecstasy ; 

Bade him anon return, and here apeak with me; 

* LiiS-bound. barr^. 
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The which he pnmuf 'd. Do bat encave younelf, 

And mark the fleen, the gihei, and notable sooms, 
That dwell in every region of his face ; 

For 1 will make him tell the tale anew, — 

Whqpre, how, how oft^ how long ago^ and when 
He lw&, and is a^ain to cope your wife ; 

1 lay, bat mark hu gesture Marry, patience ; 

Or 1 shall say, you are all in all in spleen, 

And nothing of a man. 

0th, Doit thou hear, lago ? 

I will be found most cunning in my patience ; 

But (dost diou hearf) most bloody. 

logo, That *8 not amiss; 

But yet keep time in all. Will you withdraw f 

[Othbllo withdroMS. 
Now will I question Cairio of Bianca, 

A housewife, that by selling her desires 
Buys herself bread and clotbef : it is a creature 
That dotes on Casiioi — aa *t is the strumpet'i plagcip, 
To beraile many, and be beguil'd by one;— 

He, when be hears of her, cannot reMu 
From the eicess of laughter Here ho comes t — 

Gafuo. 

As he shall smile, Othello shall go mad ; 

And his unbookish jealousy must construe 

Poor Gaisio's smiles, gestiu^ and light behaviour, 

Quite in the wrong. — How do> ^ou now, lieutenant ? 

Caa, The woner, that you give me the addition, 
Whose wai;t even mils me. 

logo. Ply Dsgdsttiona well, and^ou are sure on \ 
Now, if this stt^lay In Bianca's dower,' tower. 

How quickly WHMld you speed f 
Caa, Aks, poor caitiff! 

OtA. Lndk, how he laughs already ! [Aaide, 

logo, i ttefor kne# woman love mm to. 
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Caa» Aloi, poor rogue ! I think indeed ^ loves me* 
0th* Now he denies it £iuntly, and lau^ it out. 

[AHde, 

logo. Do you hear, Cassiof 
0th. Now he immrtunn him 

To tell it o'er : Go to ; well said, well said. \Amde. 

logo. She gives it out, that you shall marry her : 

Do you intend itf 

Cos. Ha, ha, ha ! 

0th* Do you triumph, Romanf do you triumph f 

[ilsiofe. 

Om. 1 marry!— what f a customer! Prithee bear 
some charity to my wit } do not think it so unwhole- 
some. Ha, lia, ha ! 

0th* So, so, so, so : They laugh that win. [Aside* 
logo* Why, the cry goes, that you marry her. 

Cos. Prithee, say true. 

Ickgo* 1 am a vary villain els& 

0th. Have you scored me 9 Well. [Aside,. 

Cos. This is the monkey's own giving out: she is 
persuaded 1 will many her, out of her own love and 
flattery, not out of my promise. 

0th. lago beckons me \ now he begins the story. 

[Aside. 

Cm. She was here even now ; she haunts me in evcrr 
place. 1 was, the other day, talking on the sea-bank 
with certain Venetians; and thither comes the bauble^ 
and tails me thus about my neck ; — 

0th* Crying, 0 dear Cwio! ae it were : his nature 
imports it. [Aside, 

Cos* So hangs, and lolls, and weeps upon me ; so 
shakes and pulls me : ha, ha, ha ! — 

0th, Now he tells how she plucked him to my 
chamber : 0, 1 see that nose of yours, but not that dog 
I shall throw it to. [AeUki 

Cos. Well, 1 must leave her cosapanyk 
Joyo. Befiire me ! look, where she comes. 
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Enter Bianca. 

C<B 9 . 'T if lach another fitchew ! inan 7 , a per 
fumed one. — ^What do you mean by thia haunting of 

mejw 

man. Let the devil and hie dam haunt you! What 
did you mean by that lame handkerchief you gave me 
even now 9 I waa a fine fool to take it. J muet take 
out the work I — A likely piece of work that you ehoold 
find it in your chambOT, and know not who left it 
there I Thie ie lome minx'a token, and I muet take out 
the work! There, — give it your hobby hone: where- 
soever you had it I *11 take out no work on't. 

Cos. How now, my sweet Bianca? how now, how 
now! 

0th. By heaven, that should be my handkerchief! 

[Aside. 

Bian. If you *11 come to supper to*night you mi^, if 
you will not, come when you are next prepared for. ^Ex. 

logo. After her, after her. 

Cos. 1 roust ; ^e 11 rail in the streets else. 

logo. Will you sup there? 

Cat. Yes, 1 intend so. 

logo. Well, I may chance tQ see you ; fbr 1 would 
very fain roeak with you. 

Cat. Prithee, come : Will you ? 

logo. Qotoo; say no more. [Exit Ctmaa. 

0th. How shall 1 murther him, lagd? 

logo. Did you perceive bow be laughed at his vice ? 

Oth. O, lago! 

logo. And did you see the handkerchief? 

Oth. Was that mine? 

logo. Youn, by this hand : and to see how he prises 
the foolish won^ your wife ! she gave it him, and he 
hath given it his whore. 

Oih. 1 would have him nine years a killing A 
fine woman ! a tut woman! a sweet woman! 
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logo, Nfty, you mint fbcget tJmt 
0th, Ay, let rot, and peridi, and be damned to- 
night ; fbr ibe fhall Hot live: NO) my heart ii tfirned t 
•tone $ 1 ftrike and it huiti my hand. O, the world 
hath not a eweeter creature : ihe might lie by atrempe- 
for^ tide, ud oemvaand him tasks. 

/atyo. Nay, that ^ not your way. 

Ot/L Ha^ hart 1 do but spy what she is i— So 
ddicate withher needle l—An admirable musician 1 O, 
she will sfaig the saTagmess cyntotA bear I— Of so high 
and plenteous wit and invention ! 
logo. She *b the worse for all this. 

0th. O, a thousand, a thoruand times : — And then, 
of BO gentle a condition ! 
logo. Ay, too gentle. 

Oih. Nay, that ’s certain : But yet the pity of it, 
lago ! — O, lago, the pity of it, lagu ! ^ ^ 

logo. If you are so fond over her iniquity, give her 
patent to offend; for, if it touch Hot you it comes near 
nobody. 

0th. 1 will chop her into messes : — Cuckold me ! 
Ictgo, O, 't is foul in her. 

0th. With mine officer ! 
logo. That 's fouler. 

Oth. Get me some poison, lago ; this night '.•^1 'll 
not expostulate with her, lest her body and beauty un> 
provide my mind again : — this night, lago. 

logo. Do it not with poison ; strangle her in her bed, 
even the bed she bath contaminated. 

Oth. Good, good : the justice of it pleases ; very 
good. 

logo. And, for Cassio,— let me be his undertaker : 
You shall hear more by midnight. [A trumpet vtithtn, 
Oth, Excdlent good. — ^What trumpet is that samel 
logo. 1 wanant, something from Venice. 

T is Lodovico, thi^ comes i^m the dukb ; 

See^ your wile 's with him. 
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jBnter Lodovico, Desdsmona, and Attendants. 


Lod. "Save you, worthy general ! 

CHh. With all my heart, sir. 

Lod. The duke and senators of Venice greet you. 

[Gtves Am a pacJfMt, 

0th. I kiss the instrument of their j^leasures. 

[Opens the packet and reads. 
Dea. And what "s the news, good cousin Lodovico 9 
lago. 1 am very glad to see you, signior ; 

Welcome to Cyprus. 

Lod. 1 thank you : how does lieutenant Cassiof 
logo. Lives, sir. 

Dea. Cousin, there "s fallen between him and my lord 
An unkind breach : but you shall make all well. 

Oth. Are you sure of tWf 
Dea. My lord 9 

Oth. This &il you not to do, as you will-^ \Reads 
Lod. He did not call : he "s busy in the ^par. 

Is there division "twixt my lord and CassioT 
Dea. A most unhappy one ; 1 would do much 
To atone them, for the love I bear to Cassio. 

Oth. Fire and brimstone ! 

Dea. My lord 9 

Oth. Are you wise 9 

Dea. What, is he angry 9 

Lod. 'May be, die letter mov'd him ; 

For, as I think, they do command hhn home. 

Deputing Cassio in his government 
Dea. Tniet me, 1 am glad on 't 
Oth. Indeed 9 


Dea. My lord 9 

Oth. I am glad to tee you mad. 

Dea. Why, sweet Othello 9 

O^. Devil! [Striking hir. 

Dea. 1 have not deserv'd tliis. 

Lod. My lord, this would not be believ'd in Venice, 
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Thoogli 1 ihonld iirear Itam'ti *T ii very niueb ; 
Make her amende, she weepa. 

0th, O devil, devil! 

If that die eifflh eenld teem with woman'e tean, 

Each drop ihe falls * would prove a crocodile 
Out of my sight ! 

Ves, I will not stay to offend you. f Going. 

Lod. Truly, an obedioit lady 
I do beseech your lordship, call her back. 

0th, Mistress — 

De». My lord! 

Oth. What would you with her, sir % 

Ijod. Who, I, my lord! 

0th. Ay ; you did wish that 1 would make her turn ; 
Sii^' she can turn, and tum, and yet go on, 

And turn again ; and she can weep, sir, weep ; 

And she ’s obedient, as you say, — obedient, — 

Very obedient ’.—Proceed you in your tears.— 
Concerning this, sir,— O well-painted passion I 
I am commanded home : — Get you away ; 

I 'll send for you anon.— Sir, 1 obey the mandate. 

And will return to Venice Henoe^ avaunt I 

Cassio shall have my place. And, sir, to-night, 

1 do entreat that we may sup toge&er. 

You are welcome^ sir, to pypnis.— Goats and monkeys* 

Lod, Is this the noble Moor whom our full senate 
Gall all-in-all sufficient? — Is this the nature 
Whom passion could not shake? whose solid virtue 
The shot of accident, nor dart of chancy 
Gould neither graze, nor pierce ? 
logo. He is much chang'd. 

Lod. Are his wits safe f is he not light of brain ? 
lago. He is that he is ; 1 may not breathe my cen- 
sure. 

* PoUt, used ua veih aettve. 
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What he might be, — what he might, he it not,— 

I would to heaven, he were. 

Lod, What, ftrike hii wife ! 

logo, 'Faith, that wae not so well ; Yet 'wonld I 
knew 

That stroke would prove the worst 

Lod. Is it his use? 

Or did the letters work uj^ his blood. 

And new-create his fault? 

logo. Alas, alas ! 

It is not honesty in me, to speak 

What I have seen and known. You shall observe him ; 

And his own courses will denote him so, 

That I may save my s^ieech : Do but go after, 

And mark liow he continue. 

Lod. I am sorry that 1 am deceiv'd in him. [Exeunt 

SCENE 11. — A Room in the Caetle^ 

Enter Othello and Ehilxa. 

0th. You have seen nothing then f 
BmU. l^as ever beard; nor ever did suspect 
0th. Yes, you have seen Gassio and she together. 
Emil. But then 1 saw no barm ; and then 1 heard 
Each syllable that breath made up between them. 

0th. What, did they never whisper? 

Emil. Never, my lord. 

0th. Nor send you out o' the way ? 

Emil. Never. 

0th. To fbtch her fan, her gloves, her mask, nor 
nothing? 

Emil. Never, my lord. 

0th. That 's strange. 

Emil. I durst, my lord, to wager she is honest, 

Lay down my soul at stake : if you think other. 
Remove your thonght; it doth abuse your bosom. 

If any wretch have put this in your fa^, 
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Let heaven lequito it with the lerpent'e curse! 

For, if be not honest, chaste, and true. 

There 's no man happy; the piMt of th«r wires 
Is foul as slander. 

0^. Bid her come hither : — go. — SwiL. 

She says enough ‘yet she 's a simple bawd 
That cannot say as much. This is a subtle whore, 

A closet-lock-ond-lcey of villaiuoiu secrets : 

And yet she *11 kneel, and pray ; I hare seen her do 't. 

Re-enter Emilia, with Dbsdbmona. 

Dee. My lord, what is your will t 
0th, Pray you, chuck, come hither. 

Dee. What is your pleasured 
0th. Let me see your eyes ; 

Look in my face. 

Dee. What horrible fancy *8 thisf 

0th. Some of your function, mistress; [To Emil. 
Leave procreants alone, and shut the door ; 

Gough, or cry hem, if any body come : 

Your mystery, your mystery nay, despatch. 

[Exit Emi|.. 

Dee. Upon my knee what doth your speech import i 
I understand a fury in your words, 

But not the words. 

0th. Why, what art thou f 

Des. Your wife, my lord ; your true and loyal wife. 
0th. Come, swear it, damn thyself ; 

Lest, being like one of heaven, the devils themselves 
Should fear to seize thee : therefore be double-damn'd, 
Swear — thou art honest 

Dee. ' Heaven doth truly know it 

0th. Heaven truly knows that thou art false as hell. 
Dee, To whom, my lord 1 with whom ¥ How am I 
false? 

Othm Ab Desdemon I — away ! away ! away ! 

Dee. Alas, the heavy day ! — Why do you weept 
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Am I the motive of these tears, mj lord! 

If, haply, you my father do suspect 
An instrument of this your calling back, 

Lay not your blame on me ; if you have lost him, 

I liave lost him too. 

0th. Had it pleas'd heaven 

To try me with affliction ; had he rain'd 
All kinds of sores, and shames, on my bare head ; 
Steep’d me in poverty to the very lips ; 

Given to captivity me and my utmost hopes ; 

I should have found in some place of my soul 
A drop of patience : but, alas ! to make me 
The dxetl figure for the time of scorn 
To point his slovr and moving finger at,* — 

Yet could I bear that too ; well, very well : 

But there, where 1 have garner’d up my heart ; 

Where either I must live, or bear no life ; 

The fountain from the which my current runs, 

Or else dries up; to be discard^ thence! 

Or keep it as a cistern, for foul toads 

To knot and gender in ! turn thy complexion there, 

Patience, thou young and rose-lipp’d cherubin ! 

Ay, there, look grim as hell ! 

Des. 1 hope my noble lord esteems me honesL.** 

0th. O, ay ; as summer flies are in the shambles, 
That quicken even with blowing. 0 thou weed. 

Who ait so lovely fhir, and smell'st so sweet, 

* By xhs Jhtd Ji^e we understand, literally, a living man 
exposed to public uame. By the time we receive the same idea 
HS in Hamlet : — 

" For who would bear the wMpa and norns of timef 
Time is by Hamlet distinctly used to expram the timee, the age. 
lu the passage before us, theu, the time of toarn w the age q/ 
ieon. The slow jmger is the pausing finger, pointing at the 
fixed figure ; but, while it points, it mopes in mockery. Shak- 
spere i»aa probablv thinking of the Digito Meastran of the an* 
cients, and it may be, also, of the finger gestfculations of the 
Italians. 
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That the feme at tbei,— * ** 'would iheu had^it ne'^ 
been bom! 

Dea. Alas, what ignorant tin have It committed 1 
Oth. Was this foir paper, this meet goodly book, 
Made to write whore upon t What committed t* 
Committed O thou public commoner ! 

1 should make very forges of my cheeky 
That would to oinden bum up modesty, 

Did I but speak thy deeds.-«-What committed 1 
Heaven stops the nose at it, and the moon winks ; 

The bawdy wind, that kisses all it meets, 

Is hush'd within the hollow mine of earth. 

And will not hear it : What committed t 
Dea. By heaven, you do me wrong. 

Oth. Are not you a strumpet t 
Dea, No, as 1 am a Christian ; 

If to preserve this vessel for my lord. 

From any other foul unlawful toueb^ 

Be not to be a strampet, I am none. 

Oth. What, not a whore f 

Dea. No, as 1 shall be saved. 

Oth. Is 't possible f 

Dea. O, heaven forgive us ! 

Oth. I cry you mercy, then ; 

I took you for that cunning whore of Venice, 

That naarried with Otbello<-^You, mistress, 

That have the office opposite to Saint Peter, 

And keep the gate of hell ; You ! you ! ay, you ! 

Better Emxua. 

We have done our oousse ; there '» money for your pains ; 
I pray you turn the key, and keep our counsel. 

* committed t Desdemons has asked— 

** Alas I abat ignorant sin hacoe I oommin^f* 

Othallo, indignant at the queetion, with a mocking fhry repeats 
it four times— oommittedf 
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^ErniL Alai^ what dpes this gentlaman conceive!— 
How do 70 u» midann how do you, my good lady! 
Dea, Taith, half asleep. 

Epiil. Good madam, what *s the matter with my lord ! 
Deaj With who! 

EmU> Why, with my lord, madam. 

Dea, Who is thy lord ! 

Emil, He that is yours, sweet lady 

' Des. I have none : Do not talk to me, £milia ; 

I cannot weep ; nor answer have I none. 

But what should go by water. Prithee, to-night 
Lay on my bed my wedding sheets, — remem^r 
And call thy husband hitlier. 

Emil. Here's a change, indeed! [JSett. 

Dea. T is meet 1 should be us'd so, very meet. 

How have I been behav'd, that he might stick 
The small'st opinion on my least misuse! 

Re-enter Emilia, teith Iaqo. 

logo. What is your pleasure, madam ! How is 't 
with you! 

Das. 1 cannot tell. Those that do teach young babes. 
Do it with gentle means and easy tasks : 

He might have chid me so ; for, in good faith, 

1 am a child to chiding. v 

lago. What is th^smattev, lady t 

^Bmil. Alas, lago, my lord hath so bewhor'd her, 
Thrown such despite and bea^ terms upon her, 

That true hearts cannot bear it. 

Dea. Am I that name, lago ! 

logo. What name, fair lady f 

DeS Such 08 she said my lord did say I was. 

Emd. He call'd her whore ; a beggar, in his drink, 
Could not have laid such terms upon his callet 
logo. Why did he so ! 

Des, 1 do not know ; 1 am sure 1 am none such. 
Tago, Do^not weep, do not weep ; Alas the day ! 
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Emih HajB she fbnook so many noble matches, 

Her father, and her country, and her friends. 

To be called whore ? would it not make one weep ? 

Des, It is my wretched fortune. 
lago. Beshrew him for ’t ! 

How comes this trick upon him ? 

Des. Nay, heaven doth know. 

Emil. I will be haiig'd, if some eternal villain, 

Some busy and insinuating rogue, 

Some cogging cozening slave, to get some office, 

Have not devis’d this slander ; I will be hang’d else. 
lago. Fie, there is no such man ; it is impossible. 
Des If any such there Iw, heaven pardon him ! 

Emil. A halter pardon him! and liell gnaw his 
bones 1 

Why should he call lier whore ? who keeps her com- 
pany? 

Wliat place? what time? what form? what likeli- 
hood? 

The Moor ’s abus’d by some most villainous knave, 
Some base notorious knave, some scurvy fellow ; — 

O, heaven, that such companions thou ’dst unfold ; 

And put in every honest hand a whip, 

To lash the rascals naked through the world, 

Even from tlie east to the west ! 

lago. Speak within door. 

Emil. O, fie upon tliem ! some such squire he was 
Tliat turn’d your wit the seamy side without. 

And made you to suspect me with the Moor. 

/ago. You are a fool ; go to. 

Des. Alas, lago, 

What shall I do to win my lord again ? 

Good friend, go to him; for, by this light of heaven, 

I know not how I lost him. Here I kneel ; 

If e’er my will did trespa'ss ’gainst his love, 

Either in discourse of thought, or actual deed ; 

VOL. VIII. Q 
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Or that mine eyes, mine ears, or any seme, 

Delighted them in any ottier form ; 

Or tljat 1 do not yet, and ever did, 

And-ever will, — tlumjfh he do shake me olV 
To bejfguily divorcement, — love him deaily, 

Comfort foiswear me ! Unkindness may do much ; 
And his uiikindncss may defeat my life, 

But never taint my love. I cannot say, whore ; 

It does abhor me, now I speak the word ; 

To do the ad tliat might the addition earn, 

Not the world’s mass of vanity could make me. 

lago. I pray you, be content ; ’t is but his humour ; 
The business of tbe slide does liim ollence, 

And he does chide with yon. 

D(‘s. If ’t were no other ! 

irtf/o. It is but so, I warrant. \Trnmpets. 

Haik, how tliese instruments summon to supper! 

The messengers of Venice stay the meat. 

Go in, and weep not : all things shall be well. 

[Exeunt Dksdkiiuna and Emilia. 

Enter IIodkkiuo. 

How now, Roderigo? 

Rod. I do not find that thou deal's! justly with me. 
lago. What in tlie contrary? ^ 

Rod. Every day thou dafts me with some device, 
lago ; and rather, as it seems to me now, keep’st from 
me all convenieiicy, than suppliest me with the least 
advantage of hojie. 1 will, indeed, no longer endure it : 
Nor am I yet persuaded to put up in }x‘ucc what already 
I have foolishly suflered. 

lago. Will you hear me, Roderigo? 

Rod. 1 have heaid too much ; and your words and 
performances are no kin together. 
lago. You charge me most unjustly. 

Rod. With nought but truth. I have wasted myself 
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out of my means. The jewels you have had from me, 
to deliver to Desdemona, would half liave corrupted a 
votarist ; You have told me she liath received them, 
and returned me expectations and comforts of sudden 
respect and acquaintance : but 1 find none. 

Jaqo, Well; goto; very well. 

Jivd. Very well ! go to! I cannot go In, man ; nor 
’t is not very well. Nay, 1 ihirdv, it is scurvy ; and 
begin to find myself fobbed in it. 

lar/o. Very well. 

Hod. I tell y<ju, ’t is not very well. I will make 
myself known to Desdemona ; If she will return me my 
jewels I will give over my suit, and lepent my unlaw- 
ful solicitation ; if not, assure y(»nrselfl will seek satis- 
faction of you. 

lapo. You have said now. 

Hod Ay, and said nothing but what I protest intend- 
ment of doing. 

logo. Why, now I see tliere ’s mettle in thee ; and 
oven, fiom this instant, do build on thee a better ojnnion 
than ever before. Give me thy hand, Roderigo ; Thou 
hast taken against me a most just excejition ; but yet, I 
protest, I have dealt most directly in thy affair. 

Rod. It hath not ajipeaied. 

logo. 1 grant, indeed, it hath not appeared ; and 
yonr buspicioir is not without wit and judgment. But, 
Roderigo, if thoir hast that in thee indeed, which I liave 
greater reason to believe now than ever, — I mean, pur- 
pose, courage, and valour, — this night show it : if thou 
the next night following enjoy not Desdemona, take me 
from this world with tiCfichery, and devise engines for 
my life. 

Hod. Well, what is it? is it within reason and com- 
pass? 

logo. Sir, there is especial commission come from 
Venice, to depute Cassio in Othello’s place. 

Q 2 
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Rod. Ib that true ? why then OUiello and Desdemona 
return again to Venice. 

lago. O, no ; he goes into Mauritania, and taketh 
away with him the fair Desdemona, unless his abode be 
lingered here by some accident ; wlierein none can be so 
determinate as tlie removing of Cassio. 

Rod. How do you mean removing him ? 

lago. Why, by making him uncapable of Othello’s 
place ; knocking out his brains. 

Rod. And tliat you would have me to do ? 

lago. Ay ; if you dare do yourself a profit, and a 
right. He sups to-night with a harlotry, and thither 
will I go to him ; — he knows not yet of his honourable 
fortune : if you will watch his going thence, (which I 
will fashion to fall out between twelve and one,) you 
may take him at your pleasure ; I will be near to second 
your attempt, and he shall fall between us. Come, 
stand not amazed al it, but go along with me; 1 will 
show you such a necessity in his death, that you shall 
think yourself bound to jml it on him. It is now high 
supper-time, and tlic night grows to waste : about it. 

Rod, I will hear further reason for this. 

lago. And you shall be satisfied. [Exeunt. 

SCENE HI . — Another Room in the Castle. 

Enter Othello, Lodovico, Desdemona, Emilia, 
and Attendants. 

Lod. I do beseech you, sir, trouble yourself no further. 

0th. O, jiardon me ; ’t will do me good to walk. 

Lod. Madam, good night; I humbly thank your 
ladyship. 

Dcs. Your honour is most welcome. 

0th. Will you walk, sir? 

0, Desdemona, — 
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Des, My lord ? 

0th. Get you to bed on the instant ; X will be re* 
turned forthwith : dismiss your attendant there ; look it 
be done. 

Des. I will, my lord. 

[Exeunt 0th., Lod., and Attendants. 
Emil. How goes it now ? he looks gentler than lie 
did. 

Dps. He says he will return incontinent ; 

And hath commanded me to go to bed, 

And bade me to dismiss you. 

Emil. Dismiss me ! 

Des. It was his bidding ; therefore, good Emilia, 
Give me my nightly wearing, and adieu ; 

We must not now displease him. 

Emil. Ay, would you had never seen him ! 

Dcs. So would not I; my love doth so approve 
him, 

That even his stubbornness, his checks, his frowns, — 
Prithee, unpin me, — liave grace and favour in them. 
Emil. 1 have laid tliose sheets you bade me on the 
bed. 

Des. All ’s one : — Good father ! how foolish are our 
minds ! — 

If I do die befoie thee, prithee, shroud me 
In one of those same sheets. 

Emil. Come, come, you talk. 

Des. My mother had a maid call’d Barbara ; 

She was in love ; and he she lov’d prov’d mad, 

And did forsake her : she had a song of willow,” 

An old thing ’t was, but it express’d her fortune, 

And she died singing it : That song, to-night, 

Will not go from my mind ; 1 have much to do, 

But to go hang my head all at one side, 

And sing it, like )X)or Barbara. Pritliee, despatch. 
Emil. Shall 1 go fetch your night-gown ? 
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Des. No, unpin me here. — 

Tills Ludovico is a pro^jer man. 

Emil. A veiy handsome man. 

l)es. He speaks .veil. 

Emil. I know a lady in Venice would ha. o walked 
haret'uot to Palestine, foi a touch of his nether lip. 


Des. The poor soul sat singing hy u sycamoie tree, 

Sing all a green willow ; 

Her hand on her hubom, her head on her knee, 

Sitig willow, willow, willow. 

'Fire frebli slioania ran b) her, and muimiuM her moans; 
Sing willow, Ac. 

Her salt tears fell from her, .md soften’d the stones. 

Lay hy tliese : 

Sing willow, willow, willow ; 

Prithee, liie tliec: hc'il come anon. — 

Sing all a gieeit willow must he my garland. 

11 . 

Let noliody blame him, his scorn 1 approve, — 

Nay, tliat ’s not next. — llaik ! who is ’t that knocks? 
Emil. It ’a the wind. 

Dcs. I rail’d my love, false love; but what said he then ’ 
Sing willow, &c. 

If I court mo women you’ll couch with mo men. 

So, get thee gone j good night. Mine eyes do itch ; 
Doth that bode weejiing ? 

Emil. T is neither liere nor there. 

Vc&. I have lieaid it said so. — O, these men, these 
men ! — 

Dost thou in conscience think, — tell me, Emilia, — 
That there be women do abuse their husbands 
In sucli gross kind ? 

Emil. Tiiere be some such, no question. 

Des. \^"ouldst thou do such a deed for all the world ? 
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Emil. Why, would iitft you ? 

T>es. No, by this heavenly light ! 

Emil. Nor I neither by this lieavenly light ; 

I might do ’t as well i’ the dark. 

Dcs. Would st thou do such a deed for all the world ? 

Emil. Tlie world ’a a huge thing : T is a great price 
for a small vice. 

Des. In trolli, 1 think thou woiildst not. 

Emil. In trot)), 1 tliink 1 should and undo 't, when 
I had done. Marry, I would not do siicli a thing for a 
joint-ring ; nor for mejisures of lawn ; nor for gowns, 
j»etticoat8, nor cans, nor any potty exhibition : but, for 
all the whole world, — Wliy, who would not make her 
husband a cuckold, to make him a monarch ? I should 
N'enture purgatory for’t. 

Des. Heshrew me, if I would do such a wrong for the 
whole world. 

Emil. Why, the wrong is but a wrong i’ the world ; 
and, having the woild for your labour, ’1 is a wrong in 
your own world, and you migld quickly make it right. 

Des. I do not tliink there is any such woman. 

Emil. Yes, a dozen ; and as many to the vantage, as 
would stole the world they play’d for. 

But, I do think it is their husbands’ faults 
If wives do fall : Say, that they slack their duties. 

And pour our trcasuies into foreign laps ; 

Or else bieak out in peevish jeiilousies, 

Throwing restraint upon us; or, say, they strike us, 

Or scant our former having in despite ; 

^Vhy, we liave galls ; and, though we have some grace, 
Yet have we some revenge. Let husbands know 
Their wives have sense like them : they see, and smell, 
And have their palates liotli for sweet and sour, 

As husbands have. What is it that they do, 

When they change us for others? Is it spoil? 

I think it is : And doth afiection bleed it ? 
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I think it doth : Ii ’t frailty that thus emt 
It is so too : And have not ve affections ? 

Desires for s)iorl ? and frailty, as men liave? 

Then, let them use us well ; else, let them know. 

The ills we do their ills instruct ns so 
Iks. Good night, good night ; Heaven me such uses 
send, 

Hut .to pick had from bad; but, by bad, mend! 
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ACT V. 

SCENE L—A Street 
JSnter Iago and Roukriqo. 
laffo. Here, stand behind this bulk ; straight will he 
come : 

Wear fhy good rajjier bare, and put it home ; 

Quick, quick; fear nothing ; I ll lie at thy elbow ; 

It makes us, or it mars us ; think on tliat, 

Anri fix most firm thy resolution. 

Jiod. Jie near at hand ; 1 may miscarry in ’t. 
la^o. Heie, at thy hand ; be bold, and take thy 
stand. [Aetires to a little distance. 

Hod. 1 have no great devotion to the deed ; 

And yet lie hath given me satisfying reasons : — 

*T is but a man gone : — fortli, my sword ; he dies. 

[Goes to his stand, 
logo. 1 have rubb'd this young quat® almost to the 
sense, 

And he grows angry. Now whether he kill Cassio, 

Or Cassio him, or each do kill the other, 

Every way makes my gain : Live Roderigu, 

lie calls me to a restitution large 

Of gold, and jewels, that I bobb’d from him, 

As gifts to Desdemoria ; 

It must not lie : if Cassio do remain, 

He hath a daily beauty in his life 
That makes me ugly ; and, besides, the Moor 
May unfold me to him ; there stand 1 in much peril : 
No, he must die : — But so, 1 hear him coming. 

^ Quat. Johnson explains, that a fuat, in the midland counties, 
is a pimple, wliich by rubbing is made to smart, or is rubbed to 
senbe. 
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Enter Cassio. 

Eod. I know liis gait, ’t is he Villain, thou diest. 

\^Rushes from his post, and makes a pass at Cas. 
Cns. Tliat Itinist Imd het*n mine enemy indeed, 

Hut that my coat ‘ is Indter than thou know'st j 
I will makt' proof of thine. \I)raws, and tcounds Ron. 
Rod. O, J am slain ! [Iago rushes from his post, 
cuts Cas. behind in the leg, and exit. 
Cas. I am maim’d for ever : — Help, hoa! muither ! 
murlher’ [^Falls. 

Enter Otheli.o, at a distance. 

Oth. The voice of Cassio : — Iago keeps Ins word. 
Hod. 0, villain that I am ’ 

(Hh. ’T is even so. 

Cas, O, help! hoa! light! a surgeon ! 

Oth. ’T is he ; — O lirave Iago, honest, and just, 

That hast such noble sense of thy friend’s wrong ! 

Tliou teachest me : — Minion, your dear lies dead, 

And youi unblest fate hies : — Strumjiet, I come ; 

Forth of my heait those charms, thine eyes, are blotted; 
Thy bed, lusf-stain'd, shall with lust’s blood be spotteil. 

\^Exit. 

Enter Lodovico and Gratiano, at a distance. 
Cas. What, hoa! no watch? no passage?'’ murther! 
murther ! 

Gra. ’T is some mischance ; the voice is veiy direful. 
Cas. (), help! 

Lod. Haik ! 

Rod. O wretched villain ! 

Lod. Two or three groan ; — ’t is heavy night : ^ 

^ The coat was the bujf jerkin. 

Nu passage — ^no one pnsiiiu;^. 

(.odovico dcK^s nut merely say that ttiere aie tivo or three 
groans from one man, but that two or three men gioun ; and he 
addb', ** these may be counterfeits.” ’Tis heavy night, is, *t is 
dark uigli^. 
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These may be counterfeits; let 's think 't unsafe 
To come into the cry without more help. 

Rod. No body come 1 then shall I bleed to death. 

Enter Iaqo. 

Lod. Hark ! 

Gva. Here 's one comes in his shirt, with light and 
wea}x)ns. 

lago. Who s tliere ? whose noise is this that cries on 
murther ? 

Lod, We do not know. 

lago. Do you not hear a ciy ? 

Cas. Heie, here ; for heaven’s sake, Iielp me. 
lago. Wliat ’s the matter? 

Gra. This is Othello's ancient, as I take it. 

Lod. The same, indeed ; a very valiant fellow. 
lago. IV hat are you heie that cry so grievously? 
Cas. lago? O, 1 am sjxiird, undone by villains! 
Gi\e me some help. 

lago. 0 me, lieutenant! wliat villains have dune 
this? 

Cos. I tlnnk that one of them is heieabout, 

And cannot make away. 

lago. O treacherous villains I — 

What are you there? come in, and give some help. 

[To Lon. and Gra. 

Rod. O, help me here ! 

Cas. That ’s one of them. 

lago. O murderous slave! O villain! 

[I AGO stabs Rod, 
Rod. O damn'd lago ! O inhuman dog ! — [Dies, 
lago. Kill men i’ the dark !— Where be these bloody 
thieves ? — 

How silent is tliis town! Hoa* murther! murther! 
What may you be ? are you of good or evil ? 

Lod. As you shall prove us, jjraise lis. 

logo, Signior Lodovico? 
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Lod, He, sir. 

laffo. I c-ry you mercy ; Here ’s Cassio liurt by vil- 
lains. 

Gra. Cassio*? 

lago. How is ’t, brotlier? 

Cas. My leg is cut in two. 

lago. Marry, beaven fuibid ! — 

Light, gentlemen ; I ’ll bind it with my shirt. 

Enter Bianca. 

Burn. What is the matter, lioa? who is t that cry’d? 
lago. Who is 't that ery’ii V 

Bian. O my dear Cassio \ my sweet Cassio ! O 
Cassio! (’as-sio! Cassio! 

lago. O notable strumpet ’ — Cassit), may yon siiapect 
Who they slumld be tliat have thus mangled youV 
Cas. No. 

Gra. 1 am sorry to lind you thus ; I have been to 
seek you. 

lago. Lend me a garter : So. — 0, for a cliair, 

To bear him easily licnee ! 

Bian. Alas, he faints : — O Cassio ’ Cassio I Cassio ! 
lago. Gentlemen all, 1 do suspect this trash 
To be a party in this injury. — 

Patience awhile, good Cassio. — Come, come ; 

Lend me a ligld. — Know we this face, or no"? 

Alas 1 my friend, and my dear countryman, 

Roderigo? no : — Yes, suie; yes; ’t is Roderigo. 

Gra. What, of Venice ? 

logo. Even he, sir; did you know him? 

Gra. Know him ? ay. 

lago. Signior Gratiano? I cry your gentle pardon; 
These bloody accidents must excuse my manners. 

That so neglected you. 

Gra, 1 am glad to see you. 

lago. How do you, Cassio?— O, a chair, a chair ! 
Gr^. Roderigo! 
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lago. He, he, 't is he : — O, tliat 'a well said ; — the 
chair : — \_A chair brought in. 

Some good man bear him carefully from hence ; 

I ’ll fetch the generaVs surgeon. — For you, mistress, 

[To Bianca. 

Save you your labour. — He tliat lies slain here, Cassio, 
Was my dear friend : What malice was between you? 
Cas. None in the world ; nor do I know the man, 
lago. [7b Bian.] Wliat, look you pale? — 0 bear 
Ibim o’ the air. — 

[Cassio and Rod. are borne off. 
Stay you, good gentlemen. — Look you pale, mistress ? 
])o you perceive the ghastness of her eye?— 

Nay, if you stare we shall hear more anon : — 

BelioUl her well : I pray you look upon her ; 

Do you see, gentlemen? nay, guiltiness will speak, 
Though tongues were out of use. 

Enter Emii.ia. 

EmU. Alas, what is tlic matter? what is the mattery 
husband ? 

lago. Cassio hath here been set on in the dark. 

By Roderigo, and fellows that are ’scaiy’d ; 

He ’s almost slain, and Roderigo (piite dead. 

Endl. Alas, good gentleman’ alas, good Cassio! 
Jago. This is the fruits of whoring. — Prithee, Emilia, 
Go know of Cassio where he supp'd lo-niglit : — 

What, do you shake at that ? 

Bian. He supp’d at my house ; but I therefore shake 
not. 

lago. O, did he so ? I charge you, go witli me, 
Emil. O, fie nj)on thee, strumpet ! 

Bian. 1 am no strumjwt; but of life as honest 
.\s you that thus abuse me. 

Emil. As I ? fie upon thee ! 

lago. Kind gentlemen, let ’s go see poor Cassio 
dress’d : — 
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Gome, mistress, you must tell us another tale. — 
Emilia, run you to the citadel, 

And tell my lord and lady what hath happ’d. — 

Will you go on afore? Tliis i« the nigiil, \_Aside. 
That either makes me or fordoes me cpiite. \^Exeunt, 

SCENE II . — A Bedchamber: Desuemona in 
Led asleep. A light huniing. 

Enter Otheli.o. 

0th. It is the cause, it is the cause, my soul, — 

Let me not name it to you, you chaste stars ! — 

It is file cause. — Yet I 'll not shed her blood; 

Nor scar that whiter skin of hers than snow, 

And smooth as monumental alabaster. 

YTnkcs ojf his sword. 

Yet she must die, else she'll betray moie men. 

Put out the light, and then Put out the ligld?" 

If 1 quench thee, thou flaming miuistei ! 

1 can again thy formei liglit restore, 

Sliould 1 lepeiit me : — but once put out thy light, 

Tliou cunniijg'st pattern of excelling natiue, 

1 know not wlieie is that Promethean heat 
That can tliy light relume. When I have pluck'd thy 
rose, 


■ We have pointed this controverted passage accoidhig to u 
suggestion of Wui burton. It is usually pi luted as it is found 
ill the oiiginal copies — 

“ Put out the light, and then put out the light.” 
W.irburtou’s explanation ol bU re.iding is as follows: — “ Tho 
meaning is, 1 will put out the light, and then proceed to the 
execution of my pur]x)sc. Put, the ex])re&sion of putting out 
the light bringmg to mind the efTects ol the extinction of the 
light of life, lie breaks short, and questions himself aliout the 
odects of tills niefaphoricul extinction, introduced by a lepe- 
tition of his lirst words, as much as U> say, — Put bold, let me 
flist weigh the rcilect ions which this expiessiou so naturally 
excites.” The reading of the folio in a Mibseqiiciit line, but 
uuce put out thy light,'* streiigUiciis. we think, this interpreta* 
tion or Warbui ton’s 
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I cannot give it vital growth again, 

It needs must wither : — I *11 smell thee on the tree. — 

[Kissing her. 

0 balmy breath, that doth almost i)ersuade 
Justice to break lier sword ! — One more, one more. — 
Be thus when thou art dead, and I will kill thee, 

And love thee after ; — One more, and that *8 the last ; 
So sweet was neVr so fatal. I must weep, 

But tliey are cruel tears : Tliis sorrow s lieavenly ; 

It strikes where it doth love. — She wakes — 

Des. Who's there? Othello? 

0th. Ay, Desdemona. 

Des, Will you come to bed, my lord? 

0th. Have you pray’d to-night, Desdemon ? 

Ves. Ay, my lord. 

0th. If you bethink yourself of any crime 
Umecomnl d as yet to heaven and grace. 

Solicit for it straight. 

Des. Alack, my lord, what may you mean by that ? 
0th. Well, do it, and be brief; I will walk by : 

1 would not kill thy unprepared spirit ; 

No, — Heavens forfend. — I would not kill thy soul. 
Des. Talk you of killing? 

0th. Ay, I do. 

Des. Then heaven 

Have mercy on me ! 

0th. Amen, with all my heart ! 

Dvs. If you say so, I hope you will not kill me. 

0th, Humph ! 

Des. And yet I fear you ; for you are fatal then, 
When your eyes roll so ; Why I should fear 1 know not, 
Since guiltrness I know not ; but yet, I feel, I fear. 
0th. Think on thy sins, 

Des. They are loves I bear to you. 

0th. Ay, and for that thou rliest. 

Des. That death ’s unnatural that kills for loving. — 
Alas, why gnaw you so your nether lip ? 
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Some bloody passion shakes your very frame : 

These are portents ; but yet 1 hope, 1 hope, 

They do not point on me. 

0th, Peace, and be still ! 

Des. I will so : What ’s the matter? 

0th, That handkerchief, which 1 so lov’d and gave 
thee, 

Thou gav’st to Gassio. 

Des, No, by my life and soul ; 

Send for the man and ask him. 

0th. Sweet soul, fake heed. 

Take heed of perjury ; thou *rt on thy death-bed. 

Des. Ay, but not yet to die. 

0th. Yes, presently ; 

Therefore confess thee freely of thy sin ; 

For to deny each article with oath 

Cannot remove, nor choke, the strong conception, 

Tliat I do groan withal. Tliou art to die. 

Des. O, lieaven have mercy on me ! 

0th. I say, amen. 

Des. And have you mercy too ! — I never did 
Offend you in my life ; never lov’d Cassio, 

But with such general warranty of heaven 
As I might love : I never gave him token. 

Oth. By heaven, I saw my handkerchief in ’s hand. 

0 perjur'd woman ! thou dost stone iiiy liearl, 

And mak’st me call what I intend to do, 

A murther, which I tliought a sacrifice : 

1 saw the handkei chief. 

Des. He found it then ; 

I never gave it him : — Send for him hither ; 

Let him confess a truth. 

Oth. He hath confess'd. 

Des. What, my lord? 

Oth. That he hadi us'd thee. 

De.s. How? unlawfully? 

Oth, Ay. 
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Des. He will not say so. 

0th. No, his mouth is stopp'd ; 

Honest lago hath ta’en brder for ’t. 

Des. O, my fear interprets, — Wbat, is he dead ? 

0th. Had all his hairs i)een lives, my great revenge 
Had stomach for them all. 

Des. Alas ! he is betray'd, and I undone. 

0th. Out, strumpet! weep'st thou for him to my 
face? 

Des, 0 })anish me, my lord, hut kill me not, 

Ofh. Down, strumpet ’ 

Des. Kill me to-morrow, let me live to-night. 

0th. Nay, if you strive. — 

Des. But half an hour. 

0th. Being done, 

There is no pause.® 

Des. But while I say one prayer. 

0th. It is too late. [He smothers her. 

Emil, [fi'ithin.] My lord! my lord I whathoalmy 
lord ! my lord ! 

0th. What noise is tliis? — Not dead! not yet quite 
dead ? 

I, that am ciuel, am yet merciful j 
I would not have thee linger in thy jjain. — 

So, so ^ 

Emil. [Within.'] What hoa, my lord! my lord! 

0th. Who ’s there ? 

® The words heing done are not addressed to Desdemona, but 
cx.hiliil what IS passing in Otliellu's mind. The conflict lietween 
hib hnc .md his wounded honour is o\er ; lie looks ujhmi the act 
of letiiluitioii as when lie has lifted his murderous hand 
against his wife. It is done. For the mere completion of the 
Molcncc, which will then be mercy, “ there is no pause." 

There is no staf^e direction at this place in the orimiial 
copies , but it IS niOHt piobuble that the ^loet intended Othello 
liere to stab Desdemona, according to the practice of the mo- 
dern stage. His preMous resolution, " I 'll not shed her blood," 
is forgotten in the agony and terror oC ih6 when he 

says, not dead^ not yet quite dead. 

VOL. yiii. 


R 
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Emil, [ Within.'] 0, good my lord, I would s()eak a 
word with you. 

0th. Yes j — 't is Emilia ; — ijy and hy ; — She ’s dead. 
’T is like she comes to s{)eak of Cassio’s death ; 

The noise was liigh. Ha ! no more moving ? 

Still as the grave. Shall she come in ? \Vere 't good? 
I think she stirs again ; — No. — What ’s l>est to do. 

Jf she come in she ’ll sure speak to my wife *. 

My wife! my wife! what wife? — I have no wife; 

O, insupjjoi table ! 0 heavy hour! 

Methinks it should be now a huge eclipse 
Of sun and moon, and that the alfrighted globe 
Did yawn at alteration. 

Enul. [Within.^ 1 do beseech you that I may speak 
with you, 

O, good my loul ! 

0th. I had forgot thee ; O, come in, Emilia : — 

Soft, — by and by ; — Lit me the curtains draw. — 
Where ait thou ? What ’s the matter with tliee now? 

[ Unlocks the door. 

Enter Euilia. 

Emil. O, my good loid, yonder ’s foul murlheis done. 
0th. What? now? 

Emil. But now, my lord ! 

Oth. It is the very error of the moon ; 

She comes more neaier eaith than ohe was wont, 

And makes men mad. 

Emil. Cassio, my lord, hath kill'd a young Venetian, 
Call’d Roderigo. 

Oth. Roderigo kill’d ! 

And Cassio kill'd ! 

Emil. No, Cassio is not kill'd. 

Oth. Not Cassio kill’d ? Then murtlier 'sout of tune, 
And sweet revenge grows harsh. 

Dea. 0 falsely, falsely murdei’d ! 

Emil. Alas ; what cry is that ? 
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Oth. That! wliatf 

'Emil. Out, and alas ! that wels my lady^s voice : — 
Help ! help, hoa ! help ! — O lady, s}ieak again ! 

Sweet Desdemona ! O, sweet mistress, spe^ ! 

Des A guiltless death 1 die. 

Emil. 0, who hath done 

Til is deed ? 

De&. Nobody ; I myself ; farewell : 

Commend me to my kind lord. O, ferewell. [Dees. 
Oth. Why, how should she be murder’d ? 

Emil. Alas, who knows f 

Oth. You heard her say htrself, it was not 1. 
ir’/MiV. Slie said so : I must needs report the truth. 
Oth. Slie ’s, like a liar, gone to burning hell *, 

’T was I that kill’d hei. 

Emil. O, the more angel she, 

A.nd you the blacker devil ! 

Olh. She turn’d to folly, and she was a whore. 

Emil. Thou dost belie her, and tliou ait a devil. 

Oth. Slie was false us water. 

Emil. Thou art rash as tiie, to say 

That she was false ; O, she was heavenly true ! 

Oth. Cossio did top her : ask thy husband else. 

O, I were damn’d beneath all depth in hell, 

But that 1 did proceed upon just grounds 
To tiiis extiemity : Thy husband knew it all, 

Emil. My husband^ 

Olh. Thy husband. 

Emil. That she was false to wedlock? 

Oth. Ay, with Cassio. 

Had she been true, 

If heaven would make me such another world 
Of one entire and iierfect chrysolite, 

1 'd not have sold her for it. 

Emil. My husband? 

Oth. Ay, ’t was he that told me on her first ; 

An honest man he is, and hates the slime 
That sticks on filthy deeds. 
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Emil. My huBband ? 

0th, What needs this iterance, woman f I say thy 
husband. 

Emil, O mistress, villainy hath made mocks with 
love ! — 

My husband say that she was false? 

0th. He, woman : 

I say, thy husband : Dost understand the word ? 

My friend, thy husiiand, honest, honest lago. 

Emil. If lie say so, may his })einicious soul 
Rot half a grain a day ! he lies to the heart ; 

She was too fond of her most filthy bargain. 

0th. Ha! 

Emil. Do thy worst ; 

This deed of thine is no more worthy heaven, 

Than thou wast w'ortliy her. 

0th. Peace, you were tlic best. 

Emil. Thou hast not half that power to do me harm, 
As I liave to be hurt. O gull * 0 dolt ! 

As ignorant as dirt ! tliou Irast done a deed, — 

I care not for thy sword ; I ’ll make thee known, 
Though 1 lost twenty lives : — Help ! help ! hoa! help ! 
The Moor hath kill’d my misti-ess. Murtner ! murther ! 

Enter Montano, Gratiano, and Iaoo. 

Mon. What is the matter! — How now, general? 
Emil. O, arc you come, lago? you have done well, 
That men must lay their murthers on your neck. 

Gra. What is the matter? 

Emil. Disprove this villain, if thou be’st a man : 

He says, thou toldst him that his wife was false ; 

1 know thou didst not, thou ’rt not such a villain : 
Speak, for my heart is full. 

lago. I told him what I thought ; and told no more 
Than what he found himself was apt and true. 

EmiU But did you ever tell him she was false ? 
logo. 1 did. 

Emil. You told a lie ; an odious, damned lie ; 
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Uiwn my soul, a lie ; a wicked lie : 

She false with Cassio! — Did yon say with Catsiof 
lago. With Cassio, mistress: Oo to, charm your 
tongue. 

^mih 1 will not charm my tongue ; I am bound to 
•peak; 

My mistress here lies murther’d in her bed. 

All. O heavens forfend ! 

Emil. And your ie{)Oi‘ts have set the murther on. 

0th. Nay, stare not, masters; it is true indeed. 

Gra. ’T is a strange truth. 

Mmi. O monstrous act ! 

Emil. Vdlainy, villainy, villainy! — 

I think iiijon ’t, — I think, — 1 smell ’t — 0 villainy ! — 

I thought so tlien ; — I T1 kill myself for grief. — 

0 villainy, villainy I 

lago. What, are you mad ? I charge you, get you 
home. 

Emil. Good gentlemen, let me have leave to speak ; 
’T is proper I obey him, but not now : 

Perchance, lago, I will ne'er go home. 

0th. Oh! Oh! Oh! 

Etnil. Nay, lay thee down, and roar : 

For thou hast kill'd the sweetest innocent, 

Tliat ere did lift up eye. 

0th. O, she was foul ! — 

1 scarce did know you, uncle : there lies your niece, 
Whose breath, indeed, these hands have newly stopp'd : 
I know this act shows horrible and grim. 

Gra. Poor Desdemon ! 1 am glad thy father 's dead ; 
Thy match was mortal to him, and pure grief 
Shore his old thread in twain ; did he live now, 

Tliis sight would make him do a desperate turn, 

Yea, curse his lietter angel from his side, 

And fall to reprobance. 

0th. 'T is pitiful ; but yet lago knows. 

That she with Cassio hath the act of sliame 
A thousand times committed ; Cassio confess'd it : 
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And she did gratify bis amorous wrorks 
With that recognizance and pledge of love 
Which 1 first gave her ; I saw it in liis hand ; 

It was a handkerchief, an antique token 
My father gave my mother. 

Emil. O heaven! O heavenly powers! 
lago. Come, hold yotir peace. 

EmU. ’T will out, 't will out !— 1 hold my peace, 
sir? no; 

No, I will speak as liberal as tlie noith ;* 

Let heaven, and men, and devils, let them all, 

All, all, cry shame against me, yet I ’ll speak. 
layn. Be wise, and get you home. 

Etnil. I will not. [Iago offers to stab his wife. 
Ora, Fie! 

Your sword ujioii a woman? 

Emil. () thou dull Moor! that handkerchief thou 
speak ’st of 

I found by fortune, and did give my husband. 

For often witli a solemn earnestness, 

(More than, indeed, belong’d to such a trifle,) 
lie hegg’d of me to steal it. 

Iago. Villainous whore! 

Emil. She give it Ca!!>sio! no, alas, I found it. 

And I did give 't my husband. 

Iago. Filth, thou liest. 

Emil. By heaven, I do not; I do not, gentUmen ; 

O murderous coxcomb ! what should such a fool 
Do with so good a wife? 

[Iaoo stabs Emil , then runs out. 
0th. Are there no stones in heaven. 

But what serve for the thunder? — Precious villain ! 
Ora. The woman falls; sure he has kill’d his wife. 
Emil. Ay, ay : O, lay me by my mistress’ side ! 
Ora. He ’s gone, but his wife ’a kill’d. 

Mon. ’T is a notorious villain. Take you this wea- 

* Liberal is used iu the seaste c>f unrestrained— uncontrolled. 
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Which I have here recover’d from the Moor : 

Come, {(uord the door without ; let him not nase. 

But kill him rather ; 1 'll after that same villain, 

For ’t is a damned slave. [£xtY Mon. 

Olh. I am not valiant neither, 

But every puny whipster gets my sword ; — 

But why should lionour outlive honesty ? 

Let it go all. 

JEmiL Wliat did thy song l)ode, lady? 

Hark, can’st Ihoti hear mef 1 will play the swan, 

And die in music; — “Willow, willow, willow.'’ — 
Moor, she was chaste; she lov’d thee, cruel Moor ; 

So come my soul to hliss, as I s^)eak true; 

So S|t('aking as I think, alas, I die. [Dien. 

0th, 1 liave another wea{)on in tliis chamber. 

It is a sword of Spain, the ice-broiik’s temper * 

0, heie it is : —Uncle, I must come forth. 

Gra, If tliou attempt it, it will cost thee dear ; 

Thou host no wea^ion, and jierforce must suil'er. 

0th, Lo(A in u[X)n me then, and s|)eak witli me, 

Or, naked as I am, 1 will assault thee. 

Gra, What is the matter ? 

0th. Behold ! I have a weapon : 

A better never did itself sustain 
Upon a soldier’s thigh : I have seen tlie day, 

That with this little arm, and this good sword, 

I have made my way through more impediments 
Than twenty times your stop : — But, O vain boast ! 
Who can control his fate? ’t is not so now. — 

Be not afraid though you do see me weapon’d ; 

Here is my journey’s end, here is my butt. 

And very sea-mark of my utmost sail. 

Do you go l>ack dismay’d ? ’t is a lost fear ; 

Man but a rush against Othello’s breast, 

* lce-hrouk*s temper. The practice of the Spaniards to temper 
their iwerds by pliiDKiiig them, whett hot from the f‘»tge, into 
>»ater8 of an icy coldoew. ia noticed by Martial iind Jusitn. 
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And he retires ; — Where should OtheSlo ^ 9 — 

Now, l>ow dost tliou look now ? O ill-starr'd wench ! 
Pale as thy smock ! when we shall meet at compt, 

This look of thine will hurl my soul from heaven, 

And fiends will snatch at it. Cold, cold, my girl ^ 
Even like thy chastity. — 

O cursed, cui-sed slave! — Whip me, ye devils, 

From the possession of this heavenly sight ! 

Blow me about in winds ! roast me in sulphur ! 

Wash me in steep-down gulfs of liquid fire I — 

O Desdemon! dead Desdemon 1 dead. Oh, oh. 

Enter Lonovico, Montano, Cassio, carried in a 
cJiair^ and Officers, tcith Iaqo, prisoner. 

hod. Where is this rash and most luifortunatc 
man ? 

0th. That *8 he that was Othello ; here 1 am. 
hod. Where is that vij)er? bring the villain forth. 
0(h. 1 look down towards his feet ; — but that s a 
fable : 

If that thou be'st a devil 1 cannot kill thee. 

[0th. wovunds Iaqo. 
Lod. Wrench his sword from him. 
logo. 1 bleed, sir ; but not kill'd. 

0th. I am not sorry neither ; 1 ’d have thee live ; 
For, in my sense, 't is happiness to die. 

Lod. O thou Othello) that was once so good, 

Fall’n in the practice of a cursed slave, 

What shall l)e said to thee f 

0th. Why, any thing : 

An honourable murderer, if you will ; 

For nought 1 did in hate, but all in honour. 

Lod. Tliis wretch hath part confess'd his villainy : 
Did you and he consent in Gassio's death ? 

0th. Ay. 

Cas. Dear general, I never gave you dause. 

Oih. 1 tjio believe it, and 1 ask your pardon. 
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Will you, I pray, demand that demi-devil, 

Why he hath thus ensnar'd my soul and body ? 

lago. Demand me nothing: what you know, you 
know : 

From this time forth 1 never will speak word. 

Lod. What f not to pray f 

Gra. Torments will oj)e your lips. 

0th. Well, thou dost best. 

Lod. Sir, you sliall understand what hath befall'n, 
Which, as 1 think, you know not : Here is a letter, 
Found in the {xicket of the slain Roderigo ; 

And here, another ; the one of diem im^jorts 
Tlie death of Cassio to l>e undertook 
By Roderigo. 

0th, 0 villain ! 

Cas. Most heathenish and most gross ! 

Lod, Now here's another discontented paper, 

Found in his pocket too ; and this, it seems, 

Roderigo meant to liave sent this damned villain ; 

But that, belike, lago in the interinx 
Came in and satisfied him. 

0th. O thou pernicious caitifT! — 

How came you, Cassio, by that handkerchief 
That was my wife's? 

Cas. I found it in my chamber ; 

And he himself confess’d, but even now, 

That there he dropp’d it, for a 8])ecinl puiijose, 

Which wrought to liis desire. 

Ot/i. O fool ! fool ! fool ! 

Cas. There is, besides, in Roderigo’s letter, — 

How he upbraids lago, that he made him 
Brave me upon the watch ; whereon it came 
I'hat 1 was cast : And even but now he sjiake, 

After long seeming dead, — lago liurt him, 
lago set him on. 

Lod. You must forsake this room, and go with us ; 
Your |x>wer and your command is taken off. 



948 


OTHELLO 


[Act V. 


And Cdssio rules in Cyprus. For this slave, — 

If there be any cunning cruelty, 

That can torment him much, and hold him long, 

It shall bo his : You sliall close prisoner rest, 

Till that the nature of your fault be known 
To the Venetian state : — Come, bring away. 

0th. Soft you; a word or two, l)eroie you go. 

I have done the state some service, and they know 't ; 
No nioic of tliat: — I pray you, in your letters. 

When you sliall these unlucky deeds relate, 

Speak of me as I am ; nothing extenuate, 

Nor set down aught in malice : then must you sjieak 
Of one that lov’cl not wisely, but too well ; 

Of one, not easily jealous, but, being wrought. 
Perplex’d in the extreme ; of one, whose liiind, 

Like tlie base Indian," ihiew a pearl away, 

Richer than all his tribe; of one, whose subdu’d eyes, 
Albeit unused to the melting mood, 

Drop tears as f.ist as the Arabian tices 
Their medicinahle gum ; Set you down this ; 

And say, liesides, — that in Alepjjo once, 

Wheie a malignant and a tui hail'd Tiiik 
Beat a Venetian, and liaduc’tl the state, 

1 took by the throat the ciicunicised dog, 

And smote him — thus. [Shafts himself. 

Lod. O bloody period ! 

Gra. All that is spoke is marr’d. 

Oth. I kiss’d thee, ere 1 kill’d thee; — No way but 
this, 

Killing myself to die upon a kiss. [Dies, 

Cas. This did 1 fear, but thought he had no weapon ; 
For he was great of heart. 

*■ Ltd-an. BosvicU, in a Aery sei^fi^note, bIiowb that tribe 
meant t>i Sliakbpeie’s (l>i\ hindted;M)mhase is used in the sense 
ofignoiauti and, hat isserj imWM||Mi>that t\kO jioets after 
ShaksjiiTe hate descriWed the /ndmpjitf tMini' away jewels o1 
whiclk they knew iiiit the salue. Trie ordinary leading is 
Judean.’’ 
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Lod, OSpaitandog! 

Moie fell Uu»] anguish, hunger, or the sea! 

Look on the tragic loading of this bed ; [To Iaoo. 
This is ti»y work ; the object jwisous sight 
Let it bi* hid. — Gratianu, keep the house, 

And sei^e upon the fortunes of the Moor, 

For they succeed on you.— To you, lord governor, 
Remains the censure of this hellish villain ; 

The time, the place, the toiture, — 0 cnfoice it I 
]\fyself will straight aboard ; and, to ihe state, 

Tins heavy act with heavy heart relate. [Exeunt 


END OF OTUEIIO. 
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INTRODUCTORY REMARKS. 


Thi Brat edition of * King Lear * was published in 1608 ; 
two other editions were published bj Butter in the nme 
\'ear. It is remarkaltle that a play of which three eds* 
tions were demanded in one year rinmld not have been 
reprinted till it was collected in the folio of 10 !td. 
Vrhether * Lear ' was plratical» or whether a limited pulK 
lication W 4 M allowed, it is clear, we think, that by some 
interference the continued publication was stopped. 

Tlie text of tlie folio, in one material respect, difleri 
considerably from tliat of tlie quartos. Large passages 
which are found in the quartos are omitted in the folio: 
there are, indeed, mime lines found in tlie folio which 
are not in tlie quartos, amounting to about tifty. These 
are scattere^l passages, not very remarkatde when de- 
tached, but for tlie most |iart essential to the progress of 
tlie action or to the development of character. On the 
other liand, the lines fbuitd in the quartos which are not 
in the folio amount to as many as two hundred and 
twenty-Bve; and they comprise one entire scene, and 
one or two of the most striking connected passages in the 
drama. It would be easy to account for these omissions, 
by the aistimjition tliat in the fblio edition the original 
play was cut down by the editors ; for * Lear,' without 
the omissions, is {lerbaps the longnt of Shakspere's play% 
with the f sception of * Hamlet* But this theory would 
require us to assume, also, that Hie additions to tlie IbliD 

VOL. Till. ■ 2 
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were made by the editon. TlieM comprise several such 
minute toufdies as none but the liari<l of die master could 
have sufieradded. 

The story of * Lear' belongt to the popular literature 
of Kumpe. It is a pretty e{iis()<le in the fahulotis cliro- 
nicies of Britain ; and whether inventeil by the monkish 
historians, or transplanted into our annals fnnn some 
foreign source, is not very material. In the ^Gesta 
Rimianorum/ the same story is told of Theodosius, a 
wise emperor in tlie city of Rome." 

SlwUey, ill his elocjuent ‘Defence of Poetry,* pul»- 
lished in lui ‘ Posthumous Kstays,' &c., has stated the 
grounds for his Lielief that the ‘ Lear ' of SbaksfH're may 
sustain a coin^iaiiiou with the nioster-piercs of the Greek 
tragedy. The modem practice of blending comedy 
with trogeily, though liable to great abuse in {xniit of 
(iractice, is uiidoul)te<l]y an extension of the dramatic 
circle ; but the comedy slumld lie as in ‘ King Lear,' 
universal, ideal, and sublime. It is, {>erha{is, the inter* 
veiitioii of tins principle winch determines the balance 
in favour of * King L(*ar' against tlie'OBdipus Tyraii- 
nus ' or the * Agamemnon.' ur, if you will, tlie trilogies 
with which they are connected ; unless tiie intense power 
of the choral jioetry, especially that of Uie latter, should 
lie considered as restoring the equilibrium. ^ King Lear,* 
if it can sustain that comparifon, may be judged to be 
the most (lerfect specimen vif the flramatic art existing 
in the world." \\« can understand this now. But if 
any writer befoiv the commencement of the present cen- 
tury, and indeed lang lAer, bad talked of the comedy 
of * Lear ' as being “ univmali ideal, and •ublims^'' and 
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tiail cliuini thai *■ Om ttcellcnot to baUuust vgaitwl 
the intenee jioirer uf the choral fioetry ” of Mmytyhu 
aiid Si»piioclo4, he would liave been referred to the au- 
thority of Voltaire, whO) in hif letter to theAoademy, 
desirtiee iiich worki of Shakspere as formtuft ** an 
(dxicure chaoi, comixieetl uf murden and iHiflboneriei, of 
/leroitm and meannciM/* 

In certain achoula of criticism, even yet, the notion 
that * Lear ’ “ may t>e judged to be the most fierfect 
s{M>cmien of tlie dramatic art eiisting in Ute world ” 
would l)e treated as a mere visionary conceit ; and we 
ihould still tie reminded that Shakspere was a **wild 
.uxl irregular genius,'* ]iroducing these issults liecaiise 
lie couM not help it. In France are still heard the 
h*elile ec hoes of the contest between the disciples of the 
riiin.tiitK’ and tiie classic schools. 

I'uir Nahum Tate did not unfitly represent his age 
when he said of * Lear,* ** It is a heap of jewels, unstrung 
and urifKilished, yet so (Uzzliiig in their disorder tliat 2 
HOini jierceiveil 1 had seize<l a treasure.** 

There is only one mode in which such a production 
as tlie 'Lear' of Sbaks{)ere can tie understood — by 
study, and tiy reverential reflection. The age which pro- 
duced the miserable {laiudy of * Lear ' that till within a 
few years had tianished Uie * Lieai * of Shaksjiere from 
the stage, was, as farms regards the knowledge uf llie 
tiigheit efTorls of intellect, a firesumptoous, artificial, 
and therefore empty age. Tate was tolerated tiecause 
Shakspere was not read. We have amveU, in tome 
degree, to a better judgment, because we have leamt to 
judge more humbly. We have leamt to compare the 
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higbiit works of the highest mssten of poetr\, not hy tlie 
pfdsutie principle of conudenog a modem greet only 
to the extoit m which be is en imttatar of so encient, 
but by endeeTOunng to oom|vehend ttie idea in which 
the modem and the ancieDt each worked The Cor* 
delta of Shakspere and the Antigone of Sopboclei have 
many pomti of similarity , hut they each belong to 
a dilfereDt system of art It is for the highest minds 
only to carry their several systems to an approacii to 
the perfection to which Shakspere and Sophocles have 
earned them It was for tlie feeblest of imitators, m a 
feeble age, to produce such parodies as those of Tate, 
under the pretence of luhetitutmg order for irregularity, 
but m utter ignorance of the {Minciple of order which 
was too skilfully framed to be visible to the grossneM of 
fJieir taste 
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ACT 1. 


SCENE 1. — King Lear'f Palace. 

Enter Kbht, Gix)9tkii, and Edmund. 

Kent. 1 thought tlie king Itad more affected the duke 
of Aliiany than Cornwall. 

Gto. It did always teem to to ut : hut now, in the 
division of the kin^oni, it appears not which of the 
dukes he laluet most; for qualifies are to weigh'd, 
that cuTiutity * m neiUter can make choice of wthei's 
moiety.** 

Hint Is not this your son, my lord f 

Glo. Hit hreeiliiig, sir, hatii heeri at my charge : 1 
have to often blush'd to acknowledge hin, that now 1 
am braz'd to 't 

Kent, I cannot conceive you. 

Glo. Sir, this young fellow's mother could : where- 
ufion she grew round-wombed ; and had indeed, sir, a 
son for her cradle, ere the liad a husband for her 
Do you smell a fault f 

Kent. 1 cannot wish the fiiult undone, the issue of it 
being so proper. 

Glo But I have a son, sir, by order of law, some 
year elder than this, who yet is no dearer in my ao* 

• Onrtotoiy— cmart acrutlny. 

V Jffowty. In the wne wny Hi>tspnr eatls bts third duM a 
wntety. ID both them oases ti is uwd Ibr aa awigiltd proyor 
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count ; thwigh tVili knave came «ome*w(iat laucily to 
die world before he waa sent fur, yet wai hii mother 
fiur; there wae guod sport at his making, and the 
whoreson must lie acknowledged.— Do you know this 
noble gentleman, Edmund t 
Bdm. No, my lortl. 

Oh. My lonl of Kent : remember him hereailer as 
ray bonourahle friend. 

£dm. My services to your lordship. 

Kent. 1 must love you, and sue to know you better. 
Bdm. Sir, I shall study deserving. 

Oh. He batii Iwm out nine vearsy^ond away be shall 
Again } — ^Tbe king is coming. [Trumpets sound loitAin. 

Enter Laar, Cornwall, Albany, Ounrkil, Rbuan, 
C 0 ROXI.IA, and Attendants. 

Lear. Attend the lords of France and Burgundy, 
Qkiter. 

Oh. 1 shall, my liege. [JSreun/ Glo. and Rdm. 
Lear. Meantime we sliall express our darker pui^iose. 
Give me the map there.— Know, tliat we have divided. 
In three, oar kingdom : and 't is our ^ intent 
To shake all cares and buitneu from our age ; 
Conferring them on yoimger strengths, while we 
Unborthsn’d crawl towa^ death. — Our son of Corn- 
wall, 

And you, our no less loving son of Albany, 

We luive this hour a constant will to publish 
Our daughters' several dow<n% that ftiture strife 
May be prevented now. The princes, France and Bur- 
^ndy, 

OrsAt rivAJs in our youngest dau^ter's love, 

Long in mur court have made their amorDus wjoani, 
And here are to be answer'd.— Tell me, my daugbt«% 

S '^inoe now we will divest us, both of rule, 

ISNst of territory, cares of state.) 

Wbic^ of you, ih^ we my doth love us rnoitf 
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Thftt w« uur Urgatt bounty mny extend 
Where natufe with merit challeoge.— Ckxieril, 

Out eldeet Ixhti, ipeak finL 

Gon. Su^ I love you more than word can wield the 

matfeTj 

Dearer than eye-eif^ht, atiace, and liberty ; 

Beyond what can be valued, rich or rare ; 

No IcM than life, with grace, health, beauty, honour t 
Aj much ai child e'er lov'd, or lather fouiul. 

A love that makes hreatli poor, and speech unable; 
Beyond all manner of so much 1 love you. * 

Cor. Wltat shall Cordelia s;ieak f Love, and be 
silent. [Asidi. 

Lear. Of all tliese bounds, even from this line lo 
this, 

With shadowy forests, and with champains richM, 

With plenteous rivers and wide-ekirted meads, 

We make tliee lady : To thine and Albany's imues 
Be this ijerjjetual.—What says our second daughter, 
Our dearest Regan, wife of Cornwall ? 

i2e^. 1 am made of that self metal as my sistsr, 

And prise me at her worth. In my true heart 
I find site names my very deed of love ; 

Only slie comes too sliort, — tliat 1 profess 
Myself an enemy to all other joys, 

Which the most precious square of sense possesses ; 

And find, 1 am alone felicitate 
In your dear highnen’ love. 

Cor. Then poor Cordelia [Aside. 

And yet not so ; since, 1 am aurt, my love 's 
More ponderous tlian my tongue. 

Lear. To thee, and thine, hereditary ever, 
this ample third of our fiur kingdom ; 

No less in space, validi^,* ami pleasure, 

Than that oonfenr'd on Goncril. — Now, our joy, 
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AUliough our la«t and least ; * to whole young lore 
The viiiei of France and milk of Burgundy 
Strive to be interm’d what can you lay, to draw 
A third more opulent than ymir liitenf Speaks 
Cor. Notliin^r, my loitl. 

Jjear. Notlnng? 

Cor Nothing. 

Lear. Notijing will come of nothing : speak again. 
Cor. tWihajipy that 1 am, 1 cannot heave 
My heart into my mouth ; 1 love your majesty 
Acconliitg to mv Umd ; no more, nor less. 

Lear. How, how, Ciordeliat mend your sjieech a 
little, 

Lest you may mar your fortunes. 

Cor, Gooil my lortl, 

You have begot me, lired me, lov'd me : 1 
Retimi tliose duties liark as are right tit, 

Oliey you, love you, and most honour you. 

Why have my sisters huslvonds, if they sav 
They love you, all f Haply, when 1 shall wed. 

That lonl whose hand must take my plight shall carry 
Half my love with him, half my care, and duty : 

Sure, 1 shall never marry like my sisters, 

To love my father all. 

Lear. But goes thy heart with tliis f 

Cor. Ay, my gooti lord. 

Leaf, So young, and so untender? 

Cor. So young, my lonl, and true. 

Lmr. Let it Iw so : — Thy tnith then be thy dower : 
For, by the sacred radiance of the sun ; 

The mysteries of Hecate and flte night ; 

^ W# give the text as it stands in the folia, by which w« hue 
the words which hs%e poMed into a bowsehold phnse, ** Althi>iuh 
the last not leasu" But in truth the noden teat is not to Tw 
fouud in any edition of Shskspere. 

^ /atrrvsrd. This verb, from tbe French tnl^susr. u used 
nlno by Beh Jonson end Msmingcv. 
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By ftll the opcratim of tlie orfae, 

From whom we do eiut, and ceoM to be; 

Here 1 ditclaim all my paternal care, 

Propinquity and pio)ieity of bloody 

Atiil aA a itranger to my heart and me 

Hold fhee, from thi^ fur ever. The ttarbarous Scythian, 

Or he ttiat makea liu generation metaes 

To gorge his apjietite, sliall to my (msom 

He us well neighbour'd, pitied, and reliev’d. 

As thou, my sometime daughter. 

Kent. Good my liege, — 

Ltar. Peace, Kent f 

('imie not between the dragon and his wrath : 

1 lu\ 'd lier most, and thought to set my rest 

On lier kind nursery .--"Hence, and avoid my sight’ — 

[To COKDBLI*. 

So lie my grave my peace, as here I give 
Her fatlier's heart iVom her! — Oall France;— Who 
stirs 1 

('all Burgundy. — C^imwall and Allmny, 

With ray two daughters’ dowers digest the Uiird : 

Let pride, which she calls plainness, marry Iter. 

1 do invest you jointly with my |jower, 

Pre-eminence, and all the large effects 

That troop with majesty. — Ouieelf, by monthly course, 

With reservation of an hundred nights, 

By you to be sustain'd, shall our abode 

Make with you by due turn. Only we shall retain 

The name, and all the additions to a king ; 

The sway, 

Revenue, execution of the rest, 

Beloved sons, be youn : which to confirm, 

This corobet part between you. | Girtr^ the etowH, 
Kent, Royal Lear, 

Whom I have ever honour'd as iny king, 

Lov'd as my ikther, as my master follow’d, 

As my great patron thouglit ou in my prayer^— - 
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lAfar, Tlie how if bent and drawn, make fnnn tiie 
fhafV. 

Kmt, Let it fall rather, tiie fork iuv^ade 

The refrion of iny heart : be Kent unmannerly, 

When Ijear if mad. VVliat wotildst tlnni do, old man i 
Think’ft thou iltat duty tliall liave dread to fpeak, 
When jKiwer to flattery liows i To {dainneva honour *i 
lK>tind, 

W'^hen rnajeaty falli to folly. Referve tliy state ; 

And, in tfiy beet consideration, chei'.k 

This hideous raalmeta : answer my life my judgment, 

Thy youngest daughter does not love tiiee least ; 

Nor are tltoee empty-hearted, whose low sounds 
Reverb no hollowness. 

Lear. Kent, on thy life, no more. 

Kent. My life I never held but as a pawn 
To wage against Uiine enemies ; ne'er fear to lose it, 
Thy safety being motive. 

Lear. Out of my sight ! 

Ketit. See better, Lear ; and let roe still remain 
Tlie true blank of tliine eye. 
y.eor. Now, by Aiiullo,~ 

Ki'nt. Now, by Apollo, king, 

Thou swear 'st thy gods in vain. 

Lear. O, vassal ! miscreant ! 

[Laying hi* hand on Ais ttpord. 
Alh,^ Com. Dear lir, foiiiear. 

Kent. Kill thy {diysician, and thy fee bestow 
U|ion the foul disease. Revoke thy gift ; 

Or, whilst 1 can vent clamour from my tliroat, 

1 'll tell thee, thou dust evil. 


Lear Hear me, recreant 1 

On thine allegiance, hear me !— • 

That thou liast sought to make us Iweak our vowi, 
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Our pouncy mide good, tek« thy mnrtrd. 

Five dayi w« do allot thee for ivoviaioii 
To ahield thee from duaiten ot the world ; 

Ajid, (jii the iiixth, to turn thy hated back 

U)>i)Ti our kingilom : if, on the tenth day following, 

Toy tiaitiali'd trunk be found in our dominiuna, 

The inoinait is thy : Away ! by Jupiter, 

Tlim shall not he revok’d. 

Ke^it. Fare thee well, king : sith tlnui tlioti wilt appear, 
Freeiiom lives hence, and lianiihrnent is here. — 

Tile gods to their dear slielter take thee, maid, [ 7V> Con. 
That justly think'st, and hast most rightly said 
And your large speeches may your deeds approve, 

\To Kboan and Goner lu 
That good efTecta may spring from wonts of lovi.-> 
Titus Kent, O princes, (itds you all adieu : 

He *11 sliape his old course in a country new. [ALriL 

He^enUr Glostkk \ with France, Burgundy, and 
Attendants. 

<rio. Here 's France and Burgmidy, my noble lord. 
Lear. My lord of Burgundy, 

We first address toward you, who with tliis king 
Hath rival I'd for our daughter ; What, in tiie least, 
Will you require in jiresent dower with her, 

Or cease your quest of love! 

Bur. Most royal mainty, 

1 crave no more tlion hath your higiaiess offer'd, 

Nor will you tender less. 

Lear. Right noble Burgundy, 

When she was dear to us, we did hold her so ; 

But DOW her price is fall'n : Sir, there she stands; 

If aught within that little, seeming suUtauce, 

Or all of it, with our displeasure piec'd. 

And nothing more, may fitly like your grace. 

She 's tliere, and she is yours. 
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Ijcar, Will you, with those infliTniti« she owes, 
Unfriendetl, new«do|itecl tt» ow hate, 

Dower'll witli our curse, ami stranger'll with our oath, 
Take her, or leave her f 

Bur. Panlon me, royal eir, 

Election makes not up in such conilitions. 

Lear. Then leave her, sir; for, by the posrer t)iat 
made me, 

I tell you all her wealth. — For you, great king, 

( To Fkani k 

1 wouhi not from your love make such a stray, 

To match you where 1 liate; therefore iMseech you 
To avert your liking a more worthier way, 

Than on a wretch wliom nature ii oshaiird 
Almost to acknowledge hers. 

France. This is most strange ’ 

That the, who even but now was your liest object 
Tlie argument of your i)raise, balm of your age, 

The l»est, the dearest, should in this trice of time 
('oniiuit a fhtiig mi monstrous, to dismantle 
So many fohls of favour! Sure, her offence 
Must lie of such unnatural degree, 

That nioniters it, or your fure-voiirh'd affection 
Fall into taint : which to lielieve of her, 

Must be a faith that reason without miracle 
Should never plant in me. 

Cor. I yet beseech your majesty, 

(If fur I want that glib and oily art. 

To speak and ))urpt«e not ; since what I well intend, 

1 'll do 't before 1 sfieak,) that you make known 
It IS iH) 1 irious blot, muKher, or foulness, 

No unchaste action or dishcmmir'd steji. 

That hath depriv'd me of your grace and favour : 

But even for want of that for which I am richer, 

A still*so1iciting eye, and such a tongue 
That 1 am glail 1 have not, though not to have it 
Hath, lost me in ytmr 
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Lear, Bettor tbou 

Haclft not been bom than not f' have |i1eai'd me better. 

Franee. If it but thif t a tardinen in nature^ 

Wtiirh often learei the biitory uns|ioke 
Tliat it iiiteiidf to dot— My ford of Burgundy, 

Whaf *ay you to the la<iyf Love not love, 

When it is mingled with r^ards* tliai etand 
AU)»>r Iniin the entire )K)int. Will you have l>ert 
She U herself a dowry. 

liur. Royal king, 

Gne t)iit tiiat {xirtion which yourself profNis'd, 

And here 1 take Cordelia hy the hand, 

I)uch«*«H of Burgundy. 

y.r«r. Nodiiiig: I have sworn; I am f?m». 

Jtut . I am *«»rry, llicn, you have so lost a father 
Ttut you must lose a huslmnd. 

('nr. Peace he with Burgundy ! 

Since that Fet]>erts of fortune are hi# love, 

I sliall not W his wife. 

France, Fairest Cortlelia, that ait most rich, Iwing 
iwor; 

Miwt choice, forsaken ; and most lovM, despis'd ' 

Thee and tiiy virtues here I seize upon : 

Re it lawful, I take up wliat 's cast away. 

Gods, gods ’ ’t is strange, that fmm their mld*st neglect 
My love should kindle to inflam'd respect. — 

Thy dowerlvsi daughter, king, thrown to my chance. 

Is queen of us, of ours, and our fair France : 

Not all the dukes of watVi^ Burgundy 
Can huy this uniiriz'd {irecious maid of me.— 

Bid them farewell, Cordelia, though unkind : 

Thou losest here, a lief ter where ^ to And. 

Lear. Tliou hast her, France : let her lie thine, fur 
we 

Have no such daughter, nor shall ever see 

* Regardt; mean* coiisidenitiont. 

^ Herr aud where are uwd as naaiis. 

VOL. VIII. » 
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That face of ben again t — ^Tberefbre be gone, 

Without our grace, our love^ our beniauD. 

Coon, noble Burgundy. [FUmrith, JSxeunt Laan, 
Buh., Corn., Alb., Olo., and Attendanla. 

Franc$, Bid ikrewell to your litten. 

Cor. T}k‘ jewels of our fatiier, with wash'd eyes 
Cordelia leaves you : 1 know you what you are; 

And, like a sister, am most lo^i to call 

Your faults as tliey are nam'd. Love well our fadier : 

To your professed liosoms 1 commit him ; 

But yet, alas! stood 1 within his grace, 

1 would ])rerer him to a lietter place. 

So farewell to you l»ofh. 

lieg. Prescrilte not us our duties. 

Gon. Let your study 

Be, to content yoxir lord ; who hath receiv'd you 
At fortune's alnu. You have ol>e<lience scanted. 

And well are worth the want that you liave wantni. 

Cor. Time shall unfold what niighted cunning bidet : 
Who covers faults at last with sname derides. 

Well may you prosper ! 

France. Come, my fair Cordelia. 

[£.ref4tif Fhancb and Cordbua. 

Gon. Sister, it is not little 1 liave to say. of what 
most nearly apjierlaiiis to us tioUi. 1 think our father 
will hence to-night. 

lirg. That 's nwst certain, and with you ; next month 
with ui, 

Gofi. You see how flilK of changes his age is; the 
olwervatiou we have made of it bath been little : lie 
always loveil our sister most ; and with what fioor judg- 
ment lie hath now cast her off appears too gnwsly. 

Reg. T is the intirmity of his age : yet be h^ em 
but slenderly known himself. 

Gtns. The best and soundest of hb time hat-i been 
but rash : then must we look from hb age to receive not 
alone the imperfectiuni of l(»)g-«ugraflied ooodibQO, but^ 
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fbcrewithal, tbe imnily wrnjrnudnm thai infirm an*! 
choleric year* bring with tlM. 

Rep Such unconttamt amiti are we like to knee fhooa 
him, as this of Kent • banUhment, 

(ron. There u further compliment of leavi^tnking 
between France and him. Pray you, let ue lit toge- 
ther : if otir father carry authority with inch diipoii- 
tioii9 as he bean, this last surrender of his will but 
olfend us. 

Rfff. We shall furtlier think of it. 

(ton. We must do something, and i'tlie heat. [Ex, 

SCENE 11. — A Hall in the Earl of Gloster's doitU. 

Enter Edmund, with a letter. 

Edm. Thou, nature, art my goddess *, to tli) law 
My services ore bound i Wherefore should 1 
Stand in the plague of custom ; and permit 
Tlie curiosity * of nations to (le))rivf me, 

For that 1 am some twelve or fourteen moonshines 
Lag of a brother? Why liastardf Wherefore basef 
Wlien my dimensions are as well romjuct. 

My mind as generous, and my tliape at true, 

As honest madam’s issue ? Why brand they lu 
Witli liase? with l)a9eneMt bastardy? base, base? 
Who, in the lusty stealth of nature, take 
More comfiosition and fierce quality. 

Than doth, within a dull, stale, tired bed, 

Go to the creating a whole tribe of fops, 

Got ’tween asleep and wake I — Well, tlien, 

Legitimate Edgar, I must Itave your land : 

Our father s love is to the bastard Edmund, 

As to tbe legitimate ; Fine word,— legitimate ! 

Well, my legitimate, if this letter ipe^ 

* Cwnafttv. In the first scene this word le used Ai tlie seQae 
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And my invention thrive, Edmund ihe i>Me 
Shall top the legitimate. 1 grow ; I firoiper 
Noir, godi, itand up for haetardi ! 

Enter Gtx>iiTBR. 

Gio, Kent lianish'd thui! and France in cboler 
fMirted! 

And the king gone to*night! prescrib'd bis jiowir! 

Confin'd to exhibition!* All tliis done 

Cjwn tile gad ! Kdiniind ! IIow now ; what iievrs i 

Edm. ^ please your lorddiip, none. 

[Putting up the letter. 

Glo. Why so earnestly seek you to {mt up tliat letter i 

Edm. 1 know no news, my lord. 

Glo. What pajier were you reading f 

Edm. Nothing, my lord. 

Gh. Not what neeiled then that terrible despatch of 
it into your pocket t the quality of nothing hath not 
such need to hide itself. Let *s see : Come, if it l>e 
nothing, 1 sliall nut need select acles. 

Edm. I lieseech you, sir, jmrdon me : it is a letter 
from rny brother, that 1 have not all o'erread : and fur 
so much as 1 have jierused, 1 find it not fit for your o'er- 
looking. 

Glo. Give Die tlie letter, sir. 

Edm. I shaU ufiend, either to detain or give it. Tlie 
contents, as in port 1 understand tliem, are to blame. 

Glo. Ijet 's see, let 's see. 

Eiim. 1 liofie, for my brother's justification, he wnite 
this but as :ui essay ^ or taste of my virtue. 

Gh. r/tcNirit ] ‘‘This policy, ntwl reTcrenre of age, nuUie* 
till’ world bluer tti the lArat of our timsi ; keeps our fortunes 
from us. tih our oldueMcuanot relish them. 1 begin to fiud 
nn idle end fund ixmdsge m the oppreaiion uf aged tynaay: 


* JSrAi^lkw^tllowsnee. 

signlfled sneh proof or esasdpoafioa m 
was Bsede b> the assaytr of own. or Ihe taster at reynl tabUs. 
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vhA iv&yt* uol •• it luitli pover, bat *« it It uMlhfA, Ooma to 
ac. that of tbit 1 mop aptok more. If our rkthor would ilaop 
till I wokoA Itim, you ahMild «moy halt hh reraMuo fht evot, 
ami live tiM balomd of your brothor, Edgar.” 

Humph*-»Ccnipitacy ! 

*' Sln>p tni 1 umkod hlffl.*>yott thould ti^oy half hit n*ro 
nue, ' — 

My ion Edgar ! Had lio a hand to writo thiif a heart 
and brain to breed it in 9 When came you to thiif 
WImi brought it f 

Ed/n It v/an not brought me, my lortl ; tliere *f tlie 
i unniiig of it : 1 found it thrown in at the casement of 
my closet. 

Glo. You know the character to be your brother's f 

Edm. If the matter were good, ray lord, I durst 
swear it were his; but, in respect of that, 1 would fain 
tliinlv it were not. 

Glo. It is bis. 

Edm. It is bis hand, my lord ; but I hope bis heart is 
not in the contents. 

Gh. Has be never heretofore sounded you in tliis 
busmeu t 

Edm. Never, my lord *. But I have heard him ofl 
maintain it to be tit, tliat,sans at jierfect age, and fatliers 
tleclined, the father should lie as ward to Uie son, and 
the son manage his revenue. 

Glo. O villain, villain!— His very opinion iu the 
letter '—Abhorred villain ! Unnatural, detested, iMrutiih 
villain' worse than bnitish'— sirrah, seek him; 
I *11 apprehend him Abominable villain !— Where it 
hef 

Edm. I do not well know, my lord. If it shall 
pleaae you to siupcnd your indigr^on against my bro- 
ther, till you can derive from him better testimoiiv of 
his intent, you tlmuld run a certain coune ; where'* if 
you rk>1eDtly proceed agaimt him, mistaking his pur- 
■ /flrrs— in the tease of w Aersos. 
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jxM) it would ttake a K^at gap in your own hcjiHmr, 
and ihaVe in piecft the lieart uf hia obedience. 1 dare 
pawn down my life for Iiini, tliat lie hath writ thia to feel 
my afTectioi) to your honour, and to no other pretence* 
of danger. 

Olo, Think you anl 

JSdm, If your honour judge it meet, 1 will place you 
where you ihall bear uf cunlier of thia, and by an auri- 
cular awumnce have your aatitfaction ; and tluit without 
aiiT further delay tluui thia very evening. 

dflo. He cannot Iw sucli a tnonater. 

£dm. Nor ia not, aure. 

Gio. To his father, tliat ro tenderly and entirely lom 
him.«*Heaven and earth t — Kdmund, seek him out ; 
wind me into him, I ]iray you ', frame tlie tniai ness after 
your own wiadoin : I would unatate myself to be in a 
due resolution. 

£dm. 1 will seek him, air, presently; convey^ the 
busiuesa as 1 aliall tind meant, and acquaint you withal. 

Glo. These late ecli|iBet m tlie sun and muon ]iorteiid 
no gooil to us : Though the wisdom of nature can rea- 
son it thus and tlius, yet nature finds itn^lf scourged by 
the sequent eflecta : love cools, friendship fulls o^ bro- 
tben divide : in oities, mutinies ; in couutnea, discord ; in 

g daces, treason ; and Uie liond cracked 'twiat son and 
dier. This villain of mine comes under the predio- 
tkn; there's atm agaiiwt fatiier : tiie king (alls from 
bias of nature; thaie 'i father agaiwt child. We lutvo 
seen the best of our time : Bi^hiDations, hollowneH, 
treachery, and all ruinous distmlei^ fidlow us disquietly 
to our graves !— Find out this villain, Kdmund ; it shall 
Idee thw nothing ; do it carefbliy :^And the noble and 
tiuediearted Kent kMoUbedl his offence, honesty!** 
*T is orange! (JSaiC. 

Tlus IS the excellent fomry of the world! that, 
when we are sick in fortune, (often the surfoit of our 
« * Prslesa.'— fsirpiae. ^ CuMqr— naaags. 
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own bebanour,) we make ^ilty of our ditBetm tke tun, 
the moon, and etan : ae if we were villains on neces- 
•ify; fools hy heavenly compulsion; knaves, thieves, 
and treacheft,* by spherical pralominonce ; drunkards, 
liat^ and adulterers, by an enforced oliedience of nlawe- 
tary influence; and all that we are evil in, by a divine 
thrusting on t An admirable evasion of whciie^master 
man, to lay his goatish disfxisitioit on the charge of a 
star } My father compoumUd witli my mother under 
tike dragon's tail; and my nativitv was under urta 
nutjor : so that it follnwa, I am rough and leclteroua.— 
1 slMHild have Iwen that I am, had the niaidenliest star 
in the firmament twinkled on my baatardiaiog. 

Enter Kooar. 

Pat : be comes like tlie catastTQjklie of the old comedy * 
My CUP is villainoiM melancholy, with a sigli like Tom 
o’ Bedlam. — O, these eclipses do portend these divisions ! 
ta, sol, la, mi. 

Edy. How DOW, lirother lidmund f What serious 
contemplation ore you in f 

Edm. 1 am thinking, brother, of a prediction t lean 
tliis other day, what should follow these eclipses. 

Edff. Do you busy yourself with thm;. f 

Edm. 1 promise you the effects he writes of succeed 
unhappily ; as of lumaturalness between tbe child and 
the parent ; <lcath, dearth, diaecdutions of ancient ami- 
ties ; divuioos instate, menaces and nsalediotim against 
king and nobles; n^less diffidencesj, banishment of 
friends, dissipation of cohorts, nuptial brsachee, and X 
know not what. 

JSdjy. How ksog have you bean a eectary astitmo- 
micalt 

Edm, Come, come, when saw you my father last f 
Tbe night gone by. 

^ Trmehm* Trwshar is die PreBoh fricW, a trisksier, a 
chest. 
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Edm. Spake you witli him t 

JEdg, Ay« two houn together. 

Edm. Parted vou in terms? Found you nodia> 
pleiuure in himt by word, or cotmtenance ? 

* Edg. N(nie at all. 

Edm. Ikthink yourself wherein you may have offendeil 
him : and at my entreaty fcH^bearliis presence, till some 
little time liath qualified the heat of his displeasure; 
which at this instant so imgeth in him, tliAt with the 
mischief of your tiersun it would scarcely allay. 

Edy. Some villain hath done me wrong, 

Edm. Tliut *8 my fear. 1 pray you haie a continent 
forlM^anuice, till the speed of his rage goes slower; aiul, 
as I say, retire witli me to my lodging, from whence 1 
will fitly bring you to hear iiiy lonl 8)ieak : Pray you, 
go ; there 's my key ; — If you do stir abroad go armed. 

Edg. Amieil, brother! 

Edm, Brother, 1 advise you U> the laait. 1 am no 
honest man if there he any good meaning toward you : 
1 liave told you wliat 1 liaveseen and hea^, but family , 
notlung like the image and horror of it : Pray you. 

away. 

Edg. Shall 1 hear from you anon ! 

Edm. 1 do serve you in this business. — [£xU £du« 
A credulous father, and a brother noble, 

Whose nature is so far frtim doing harms 
That he siis()ects none; on whose foolish honesty 
My practices rule easv ! — 1 see the businem. — 

Let me, ifratt by birth, have lands by wit : 

All with me 's meet that 1 can fashion fit. [ Exit. 

SCENE 111.-— A Room m the Duke of Albany's 
Palace. 

Eater Gonaiiii. and Steward. 

(>oii. Did iny fkther strike my gsatleman for chiding 
efhisfbolf 
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Sttw. Ay, madam. 

(lon. By day and night he wmngi me;a tferf hour 
Hr flaohei into one gmn crime or other> 

Tliat set* ui all at oAdt : I 'll not endure it : 

Hi» knigliti gmw riotous, and himself upbraids us 
On e\vTy trifle : — When he retuma from hunting 
1 will not speak with him ; say, I am sick : — 

If you come alack of former services 

You shall do well ; the fault of it I ‘11 answer. 

Stetr. He 's coming, ms^m ; I hear him. 

[Horns trtfhin. 

Gon. Put on what weary negligence you please. 

You and your fellows; 1 ’d have it come to cpiiwtion : 
If he distaste it, let him to my sister, 

Whose mind and mine, I know, in that are one, 

Not to lie over-ruVd. Idle old man, 

Tiiat still would manage those authorities 
That he liath gi\cn away! — Now, by my life, 

Old fools are balies again ; and must U‘ us'd 

With checks, as flaitenes, — wlieri they are seen aliusM. 

Rememlier uhat 1 liave said. 

Sfetr. Well, mailam 

Gof}. And let his knights have colder looks among 
>on ; wliat grows of it no matter ; advise your fellows 
w) ; I tvouhl breed from hence occasions, an<i I shall 
that 1 may sjieak : — 1 'll write straight to my sister, to 
iiold my course : — Prepare for dinner. [Hjrcunt. 

SCENK IV.— A J/aH m tAe tame. 

Enter Kent, diegrused. 

Kent, If but as well I other accents Ihjttuw, 

Tliat can my speech diffuse, my good intent 

May carry through itself to tliat full issue 

For which I ras'd my likeriea.— Now, banish'd Kent, 

* We think with Stervens that, la tb« passage before as. if 
dof and nifkt sseaaa always,— every way,— ^onataatiy. 
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If thou canit lerve where thou doet etand condemn'd, 

9o mat it oome thv maeter, whom thou lor'ct, 

Shall nnd thee full of laboun. 

Boms mthm. Enter Lrah, Knights, md 
Attendant*, 

Lear. Let me not stay a jot for dinner ; go, get it 
ready. [£xit an Atteiidaut.] How now, wbat art 
tlioiiY 

Kent. A man, sir. 

IjSar. M^hat dust thou profess T What wuuldst tiiou 
witli iisf 

Kefit. I do profess to be no less than I seem ; to serve 
him tnily that will put me in tnist; to love him that is 
honest ; to converse with him that is wise and says little *, 
to fear jiidgment*, to fight when 1 cannot chouse*, and 
to eal no dsli. 

Lear. What art thou? 

Ketd. A very iKmest-hearted fel low. and as {loor as the 
king, 

Lear. If thou he'st as wxir for a subject as he 's for a 
king, thou art [sior enougu. What wouldst tiiou? 

Service. 

J^ear. Who wouldst tkiu sene? 

A'enf, You. 

Lear. Host thou know me, fellow? 

Kent. No, sir; hut yiai have that in your counte- 
nance which 1 would fain call master. 

Lear. What s that ? 

Kent. Authority. 

Lear. What services const thou do ? 

Kent. 1 can keep honest counsel, ride, run, mar a 
curious tale in telling it, and deliver a plain message 
bluntly ; that which ordinary men are fit for I am qua- 
lified in : and the beet of me is diligence. ’ 

Lear. How old art thou ? 

Kent. Not so young, sir, to lore a woman for shig* 
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nig, nor fo lo dote on ber Ibr ftnything 1 1 hoTO jmt» 
on my boek lortyVigiit. 

/^r. Follow me ; thou thalt wnfe me ; if I like thee 
no wuree after dinner, 1 will not jAit from thee yet.— 
Dinner, hoa, dinner.— Where *• my knaref my fooH 
Gnv you, and call my fool hither. 

Enter Steward. 

You, you, lirrah, where's my daughter? 

Suio. So please you, — 

/.ear. Wltat sayi the fellow there? Cull the cuitpuli 
Uick. — Wliere *a my fool, Iwiaf— 1 think die world 'f 
asleep. — How now ? where s that niongndt 

Knujht. He says, my lord, your daughter is not well. 

Lear. Why came nut tlie slave liack to me when I 
calle<i him i 

K/uffht. Sir, lie answer'd me in the roundest manner, 
ho would not. 

Lear. He would not * 

Knight. My lord, 1 know nut what the matter is ; but, 
tu my juilgment, your highness is not entertained with 
that ceremonious afTectiun os you were Wiint ; there’s a 
great aliatement of kindness amwars, as well in the gene- 
ral dependants, as in the duke himself also, and your 
daughter. 

Lear. Ha! say ’st thou so f 

Knight. I bes^h you, pudon me, my lord, if 1 be 
mistaken : Ibr my duty cannot be silent when 1 think 
your highness wronged. 

Lear. Thou Init remember 'ft me of mine own con- 
ception : 1 have perceived a most &mt nep^leet of latej 
which I have rather blamed as mine osm jealous curio- 
sity, than as a very pretence and {sirpnse of unkiudneii : 
I will look ftirlte into X — But where 's my fool 1 I 
have not seen him this two days. 

Knight. Since my young lady’s going into France^ 
ttr, the fool hath mnch pined away. 
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Lear* No more of that ; 1 liave noted it well.-— Go 
you, and tell my daughter 1 would aiwak with her.— 
Go you, call hitlier my foul. — 

Re-mter Steward. 

O, you sir, you, rome you hither, sir : Who am I, »ir ? 

Sh'ie. My lady’s father. 

Lear. My lady's father ! my lord's knave : you w hore- 
soii doi 4 ! yiiu slave ! you cur ! 

Stew. 1 am none of these, my lotd : 1 beseech your 
{uirdoii. 

Ldiir* Do you bandy looks with me, you rascal? 

him. 

Sitttc, 1 'll not Lte strucken, iny lonl. 

Kent. Nor tripiieil neither ; you base foot<ball player 
\Trippiuff wp his heels. 

Lear. I tiuuik thee, fellow ; thou si>r\'st me, and 1 'll 
love thee 

Knit, flonie, sir, arise, away ; I 'll teach you differ- 
euces ; away, away : If you will measure your lubber's 
length again, tarry : but away : go to ; Have you wis- 
dom? so. [Pushes the Steward out 

Lear. Now, my friendly knave, I tiuuik tliee : tliere 's 
earnest of thy service. [Girtn^ Kkkt r/ioney. 

Enter Fool. 

Fool. Let me liire him, too ; — Here 's my coicomh. 

[Gtriny Kxnt his cap. 

Lear. How now, ray {iretty knave t bow dost tliou 1 

Foot Sirrali, you were best take my coxcomb. 

Lear. Why, my lioy ? 

Fool, '^'hy 1 For taking ime's ^lart that 's out of fa- 
\our: Nay, an thou canst not smile as the wind sits, 
tltou 'It catch cold shortly : There, take my coxcomb : 
Why, this fellow has lianish'd two of his daughters, and 
did die third a blessing against Ids will } if tliou follow 
him, thou must needs wear my coxcomb.— How now« 
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nuncWt ’Would 1 had two coxcombt, and two daugh* 
lore’ 

Lear, Whjr, my boy f 

Foftl. If I gave tliem all my living,* I M keep my 
roxrombi myself : There '• mine } beg aiMHher of tby 
daughters. 

Lear, Take heed, sirrah ; the whip. 

Foof. Truth 's a dog must to kennel ; he must Ije 
wlij])p'd out, when the lady Imirh may stand l)y the Are 
tuid stink. 

Lrar. A iiestilent gall to me ! 

Fiml, Sirrah, 1 'll teach thee a speech. 

Leur. Do. 

>W. Mark it, nuncle : — 

Have more tlian thou showest, 

S(K‘ak less titan thou knowest, 

Lend less tlian thou owest,^ 

Hide more tliuri thou goest, 

Leani more than thou trowest. 

Set less than thou throwest ; 

Leave thy drink and thy whore, 

And keep in-oKloor, 

And thou shalt bar e more 
Than two tens to a score. 

Kent. Tins is notliing, fool. 

Fooi. Then 't is like the breath of an unfee'd lawyer ; 
you f^ve me nothing for 't: Can you make no use of 
tiothing, nuncle f 

Lear. Why, no, boy ; nothing can be made out of 
tiothing. 

Fool. Prithee tell him, so much the rent of his IoimI 
comes to; be will not believe a fool. [To Kent 

Lea} . A hitter fool ! 

Fool. Dtwt tiKMi know the difference, my boy, between 
a hitter fool and a sweet one? 

Lear. No, lad ; teach roe. 

* Issisg^eBtate.vMascf living. ^ Gwr*if — owqmu 
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FooL That lord that couiuell’d thae to give away thy 
laud, 

Come place him here by me, do thou for him stand : 
The tweet and hitter foul will pmeiitly a}i]irar ; 

The one in motlej' here — the other foimd out there. 

Lear, Dost tiiuu call me fool, boy I 

Fool. All tliy other titles thou hast given away ; that 
dipu wost Ixjm with. 

Kent. This is not altogether Axil, my lord. 

Fool. No, ’faith, lonU and great men will not let me ; 
if 1 had a iiioiio)Mily uut, they would have jiart on ‘t : 
and ladie'i tixx, they will not let me have all fool to 
myself; tlioy 'll Iw snatching. — Nuncle^ give me an egg^ 
Olid 1 'll give thee two crowns. 

Jjmr, What two crowns shall they liet 

Fool. WMiy, alter I have cut the egg i' the middle, 
and eat up the meat, the two crowns of the egg. When 
thou cluvest thy crown i* the middle, and gavest away 
both thou boreit thine ass on thy liack o'er tlie 

dirt : Thou hadst little wit in thy bald crown, when 
thou gavest thy golden one away. If 1 ifieak like my- 
self in this, let him be whi[^*d that first finds it so. 

*' Pools had neVr less gnce a year i [Siaynty. 
For is« mva ai« nowo iLfppish ; 

And know not how Uieir wits to wear, 

Their niaaoera ere so apish.'’ 

Lear, When were you wout to be so fhll of songs, 
sirrah t 

Fool. 1 have used it, nuncie, e’er since thou modest 
thy daughters thy mothers; fat whsn thou gav’tt them 
the rod, and putt’st down dune own brseohm, 

** Tlien the> fbr siiddsa Joy did weep, [Smgmg, 

and 1 for sorrow sung. 

That such a king should fday U>>psep, 

And go the fool nmoBg*" 

Prithee^ nuncie, keep a schoolmasta that can tench thy 
finl to lie; 1 would Ado lenin to liCi 
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Lear. An yen lie, ainnh, we 11 have you wlupp'di 

Fool. 1 mervd wliat kin thou and thy daughlen 
an* : they 11 have me whipp'd for epeaking true, ilwu 1t 
have me whipp’d fur lying; and iometimet I am 
whipp d fur lioluing my peace. 1 had rather bo any 
km<l of thing than a fool : and yet I would not be 
ihee. mincle; tliou hast pared thy wit o'botli tides, and 
ielt nothing in the middle: Here comet one o' the 

fwiringi. 

Enter Gonbril. 

hear. How now, daughter 9 what makes tlxat fiontiet 
(VI 9 Methinks, you are too much of late V tlie frown. 

FoiiL Tlioii want a pretty fellow when thou liadst no 
need to care for her trowning ; now thou art an O witli- 
oiit a figure : 1 am better tlian thou art now : 1 am a 
fool, tliou art iiotliing.— Yet, forsootli, 1 will hold my 
Uiiigue ; so your face [to Gon.] bids me, though you 
say notiung. Mum, mum, 

He that keens nor crust nor emm, 

Weary of all, shall want aonie. — 

Tliat 's a sheal'd peascod. [Pomtin^ to Lear. 

Gon Not only, sii^ this your all-liocns'd ftwl, 

But other of your intoient retiime 
Do hourly carp and quarrel ; breaking forth 
In rank and iiot-to-be^dur^ riola. Sir, 

1 had thought, by making this well known unto you, 
To liave found a safe redress ; but now grow fearful, 

By what yourself too late have spoke uid done. 

Tliat you protect this coun% and put it on 
By your allowaoot ; which, if you should, the fault 
Would not 'scape censure, nor the redresses sleep ; 
Whicn, in the tender of a wholesome weal, 

Might in their working do you that offence, 

Which else were shame, that then neoemity 
Will call discreet proceeding. 

Fool. For you know, nuneli^ 
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TIm hedge-tparrow fad dia cuckoo to long, 

Tliat it tuul itt tiead bit off bjr its youug. 

So, ^ut went the candlci and we were left darkling. 
L«ar. Are you our daughter f 
Gon. 1 would yon would make use of your good 
wisdom 

Whereof I know you are ftau^t ; and put away 
These disjHMiitums, which of late tnin8|H)rt \ou 
Fnnn whut you rightly are. 

/on/. May 1101 an tuts know wlien the curt draws tlie 
horsi'y — Whoop, Jug ! i hue th«*. 

Lear Does any here know nie¥ Tins is not Lear : 
Does Lear walk thiis^ sjieak thus? Where are ms 
eyes i 

Either iiis notion weakens, his diicemings 
Are lethargied. 11a ! waking f 't is nut so. 

Who is it tiiat can tell me wlio 1 am ?-t- 
FooL l.<ear's shadow. — 

Lear, 1 would learn that ; for by tlie marks of sove- 
reignty, knowledge, and reason, 1 should false {ler- 
tuaded 1 had daughters — 

Fool, Which they will make an oliedient fatlier. 
Lear. Your name, fair gentlewoman? 

(iofi. This admiration, sir, is much o' the savour 
Df other your new pranks. I do beseech you 
To understand ray purposes aright : 

As you ore old and reverend, should lie wise : 

Here do you ke«>|) a hundred knights and squires ', 

Men so disorder'd, so debosh ’d, and bold, 

That this our court, infected with tlieir manners, 

Shows like a riotous inn : epicurism and hut 
Make it more like a tavern or a broUtel, 

Tliiui a grac'd jwlace Tlie sliame itself doth speuK 
For instant remedy ; Be then desir'd 
B\ lier tliat else will take tlie thing she begs, 

A little to disqnantity your train ; 

And tlie' remainder, tliat sliall still depend, 
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Tu Lnp Mich men u may beiort your age, 

WhicK kuow tfaemaelm ami you. 

Zottr. Oaikneu and deriU I--- 

Saddle my hanre ; call my train together. — 
Degenerate iiaatajrd ! 1 'll not trouble thee ; 

Yet hare 1 leA a daughter. 

Gofi. You ftnke my ])eii]>le; and your dieorder'd 
raSMe 

Make lenan^Ji of ilieir 

EhU] Vj ium 

I^r \V«>e, that lat»* r<‘])etitg, — 1), bir, an* vim 
\ ftine '* 

In it your will t [To At h ] S]>*»ak, sjr — Pre}'»aTe ion 

liortO'H 

' tltou niarl>ie-in*arU*d Heitd, 

More ludeoug, \ihrti tliou show st thee lit a child, 

Than the va-nuiii«er! 

Alh. Pray, sir, lx* patient. 

Lenr. Detestwl kite’ Hiou hest : { 7V> (»(»n. 

My tram are men of choice and nirest part*, 

T)mt all fjurticuldrs of duty know ; 

Ami tn the must exact regard support 

The worshijt* of their name — (> most small fault, 

How ugly didst thou m C’ordeha show ' 

\\ liich, like an engine, wrench’d my frame of nature 
tnim the fix'd idace ; drew from my heart all love, 
And addeil to the gall. <) Lear, Lear, Lear! 

Heat at this gate, dial let thy folly in. 

[SfrfAin^ Ata head. 

And thy dear judgment out ’ — Go, go my peo]>le. 

Alf) My lord, 1 am guiltlm, as 1 am ignorant 
( )t wliat hath mov’d you. 

Lear. It may be ao, my lord, — 

Hear, nature, l^r ; dear goddess, hear ! 

Susjiend thy purpose, if thou didst intend 
To moke this creature fruitful ’ 

TOL. Till. i; 
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Into hfr woiiib convey sterility ! 

Dry up in her the organs of increase ; 

And from her derogate body never spring 
A babe to honour lier ! If she must teem, 

Create iier ciiild of spleen ; that it may live». 

And be a tliwart diaiiaturM torment to her ! 

Let it stamp wrinkles in her brow of youth ; 

With cadent tears fret channels in her cheeks ; 

Turn all her mother's pains, and benefits, 

To laughter and contempt ; tliat she may feel 
How sharper tJian a serrjent's tooth it is 
To have a thankless child. — Away, away ! , \^Exit. 
Alh. Now, gods, tliat we adore, whereof comes this? 
Gon. Never ofilict yourself to know more of it j 
But let his disposition have that scope 
As dotage gives it. 

Re-mter Lear. 

Lear. Wha^ fifty of my followers at a clap . 

W'ithin a fortuight? 

Alb. What *8 the matter, sir ? 

Lear. I 'll tell thee ; — Life and death 1 1 am asham'd 
That thou hast power to shake my manhood thus : 

[To (xON. 

That these hotlears, which break from me penorce, 
Should in||||e l£te wortli them. — Blasts and fogs upon 

The untented woundings of a father's curse 
Pierce every sense about thee ! Old fond eyes, 

Beweep this cause ii^ain 1 'll pluck, ye out : 

And cast you, with the waters that you lose, 

To temper clay. — Ha ! Ut it be so : — 

I have another daughter. 

Who, 1 am sure, is kind and comfbrtable ; 

When she shall hear this of thee, with her nails 
She 'll flay thy wolfish visage. Thou sbalt fin^ 

That 1 'll resume the shape which thou dost think 
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I have cagi off for ever. 

[Exeunt Lear, Kent, and Attendanti. 
Cron. Do you mark that! 

Alb. I cannot be so partial, GonerH, 

To the gp'eat love I bear you, — 

G(m. Pray you content. — What, Oswald, ho ! 

You, sir, more knave than -fool, aflter your master. 

[To ^ Fool, 

Fool. Nuncle Lear, nuncle Lear, tarry ; take the 
fool with thee. 

A fox when one has caught her, 

And such a daughter, 

Should sure to the slaughter, 

If my cap would buy a halter ; 

So the fool follows after. [Exit. 

Gon. This man hath had good counsel : — A htmdred 
knights ! 

T is politic, and safe, to let him keep 

At point a hundred knights ! Yes, that on every dream, 

Each buz, each fancy, each complaint, dislike, 

He may enguard his dotage with their powers, 

And hold our lives in mercy, — Oswald, I say I— 

Alb, Well, you may fear too far. 

Gon. Safer tlian trust too far. 

Let me still take away the harms I fear, 

Not fear still to be token. I know his heart ; 

What he hath utter’d I have writ my sister; 

If she sustain him and his hundred knights. 

When I have show'd the unfitness - How now, 
Oswald f 


^nter Steward. 

What, have you writ that letter to my sister? 

Stew. Ay, madam. 

Gon. Take you some company, and away to horse : 
Inform her full of my particular fear ; 

And thereto add such reasons of your own, 

u 2 
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As may compact it more. Get you gone ; 

And h^en your return. \Bxit Stew.] No, no, my lord, 
This milky gentleness, and course or yours, 

Though I condemn it not, yet, under pardon, 

You are mnoh more attosk'd for wont of wisdom, 

Than prais’d for harmful mildness. 

Alb, How far your eyes may pierce I cannot tell ; 
Striving to better, oft we mar what ’s well. 

Gon. Nay, then, — 

Alb. Well, well ; the event. [Exeunt. 

SCENE Y,— Court before the same. 

Enter Lear, Kent, and Fool. 

Lear. Go you before to Gloster with these letters : 
acquaint my daughter no further with anytinng you 
know, than comes from her demand out of tlie letter ; 
If youi diligence be not speedy, 1 shall be there afore 
you. 

A^ent. I will not sleep, my lord, till I have deliver* 
your letter. [Ei^t 

Fool. If a man’s brains were in his heels, were ’t not 
in danger of kibes? 

Lear. Ay, l)oy. 

Fool. Then, 1 prithee, be merry ; tliy wit shall not 
go slip-shod. 

Lear. Ha, ha, hh ! 

Fool. Shalt see thy other daughter will use tliee 
kindly : for though she ’s as like this as a crab s like 
an apple, yet I can tell what 1 can tell. 

Lear, What canst tell, boy ? 

Fool. She will taste as like this as a crab does to a 
crab. Thou canst tell why one’s nose stands i' the 
middle of one’s face ? 

Lear. No. 

Fool, Why, to keep one’s eyes of either side one's nose j 
that what a man cannot smell out he may spy into. 
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Lear, I did her wrong 

Fool. Gaiut tell how an oyeter makes his shell f 
Lear. No. 

Fool. Nor 1 neither ; but 1 can Idl why a snail has 
a house. 

Lear. Why? 

Fool. Why, to put his head in ; not to give it away 
to his (laughters, and leave his horns without a case. 

Lear. I will forget my nature. — So kind a father !— 
Be my horses ready ¥ 

Fool. Tliy asses are gone about ’em. The reason 
why the seven stars are no more them seven is a pretty 
reason. 

Lear. Because they are not eight? 

Fool. Yes, indeed : Thou wouldst make a good fool. 
Lear. To take it again perforce ! — Monster ingrati- 
tude ! 

Fool. If thou wert my fool, nunclc, 1 'd have thee 
l)eaten for being old before thy time. 

Lear. How 's that ? 

Fool. Thou shouldst not have been old till thou 
hadst been wise. 

Lear. 0 let me not be mad, not mad, sweet heaven ! 
Keep me in temper ; 1 would not he mad ! 

Enter Gentleman. 

How now ! are the horses ready ? 

Gent. Ready, my lord. 

J^ear. Goitie, boy. 

Fool. She that ’• a maid now, and laughs at my de- 
parture 

Shall not MR tnaid long, unless things be cut shorter. 

[Exeml 
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ACT II. 

SCENE I. — A Court within the Castle of the Earl of 
Gloster. 

Enter Edmund and Curan, meeting. 

Edm. Save thee, Curau. 

Cur. And you, sir. 1 liave been witli your father ; 
and given him notice that the duke of Cornwall, and 
Regan his duchess, will be here with him this night. 
Edm. How comes tliat ? 

Cur. Na>, I know not ; You have heard of the news 
abroad ; 1 Tneun, the whispered ones, for tliey are yet 
but ear-kis»ing arguments ? 

Edm. Not I. ’Pray you, what are they? 

Cur, Have you heard of no likely wars toward, 
’twixt tlie dukes of Cornwall and Albany? 

Edm. Not a word. 

Cur. You may do then, in time. Fare you well, 
sir. [Exit. 

Edm. The duke be here to-night ! The better, best ! 
This weaves itself perforce into my business ! 

My fiither hath set guard to take my brother ; 

Aflill J have one thing, of a queazy* question, 

WbiSi I must act : — Briefiifew, and fortune work ! — 
Brother, a word ; — descend ; — Brother, 

Enter Edoah. 

My father watches : — O sir, By diii 
Intelligence is given where you are bid ; ^ 

You have now ^e good advantage of thf night 
Have you not spoken 'gainst the duke of G^wall? 

He ’s coming hither ; now, i* the night, i* the haste, 

Queasy. This is explained as delicate, awiiertaln. Tuskliak 
perhaps gives ilie meaning more clearly. 
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And Regan with him : Have you nothing said 
U])Oii liig party 'gainst the duke of Albany ? 

Advise yourself. 

Edg. I am sure on ’t, not a word. 

Edm. 1 hear my father coming, — Pardon me : — 

In cunning, I must draw my sword iijk)!! you : — 

Draw : Seem to defend yourself : Now quit you welL 
Yield : come before my fatlier ; — Light, hoa, here !— 
Fly, brother ; — Torclies ! torches ! — So, farewell. — 

\^Exit Edgab. 

Some blood drawn on me would beget opinion 

\Wounda hU arm. 

Of my more fierce endeavour : I have seen drunkards 
Do more than this in sport — Fatlier ! fallier ! 

Stop, stop! No help? 

Enter Glostbr and Servants with torches. 

Olo. Now, Edmund, where s the villain ? 

Edm. Here stood he in the dark, his sharp sword out, 
Mumbling of wicked charms, conjuring the moon 
To stand his auspicious mistress : — 

Glo. But where is he ? 

Edm. Look, sir, 1 bleed. 

Glo. Where is the villain, Edmund? 

Edm. Fled this way, sir. Wlieii by no means be 
could — 

Glo. Pursue him, hoa ! — Go after. — [^Exit Sejyt}*— > 
By no means, — what f 

Edm. Persuade me to tlie murder of your lordship 
But that 1 told him, the revenging gixls 
'Gainst parricides did all the thunder bend ; 

Spoke, with how maniibld and strong a bond 
The child was bound to the father in fine, 

Seeing how loathly opposite 1 stood 
To his unnatural purpose, in fell motion, 

With nis prepared sword, he charges home 
My unprovided body, launcli'd* mine arm : 

* AotmcA’d— meaning lane d. 
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Ai)d wDeii he saw my best alarum'd spirits, 

Bold in the quarrel's right, roug'd to tiie encounter, 

Or whether gl lasted by the noise 1 made, 

Full suddenly he fled. 

Glo. Let him fly far ; 

Not in this land shall he remain uncaught : 

And found — Desjiatch. — ^The noble duke my master, 
My worthy arcli and patron, comes to-night : 

By his autliorify 1 will proclaim it. 

That he which finds him sliall deserye our thanks, 
Bringing the murderous coward to the stake ; 

He that conceals him, death. 

Edm. When I dissuaded him from his intent, 

And found him pight* to do it, with curst speech 
1 threaten’d to discover him : He replied, 

** Thou unpossessing bastard ! dost tliou think, 

If 1 would stand against thee, would the reposal 

Of any trust, virtue, or worth, in tliee 

Make thy words faith 'd ? No : wliat I should deny 

(As this 1 would : ay, though thou didst produce 

My very character,'*) I 'd turn it all 

To thy suggestion, plot, and damned practice : 

And tliou must malce a dullard of (he world, 

If they not thought the profits of my deadi 
Were very pregnant and potential spurs 
To make thee seek it." 

Glo. O strange and fasten'd villain ! 

Would he deny his letter, said he? — I never got him, 

[ Trumpets within. 
Hark, the duke's trumpets! 1 know not wher'^ he 
comes : 

All ports 1 '11 bar ; the villain shall not 'scape ; 

The duke must grant me that : besides, his picture 
1 will send far and near, that all the kingdom 
May have due note of him ; and of my Land, 

* PiyAt— settled, pitched. ^ CAaroder^^and writing. 

• /F%sr*— wherefore. 
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Loyal and natiual boy, I *11 work the meaiit 
To make thee ca|iable. 

£?iter Cohn wall, Regan, and Attendants. 

Corti. How now, my noble friend? since I came 
hither, 

(Which 1 can call but now,) 1 have heard strange 
news. 

Reff. If it 1)6 true, all vangeauce comes too short 
Which can pursue the offender. How dost, my lord ¥ 
Glo. O, madam, my old heart is crack'd *, it ‘s 
crack’d ! 

Reg, Wiiat, did my father s godson seek your life ! 
He wiium my futlier nam’d? your Edgar? 

Glo, O, lady, lady, shame would have it hid ! 

Reg. Was he not companion with the riotous knigtits 
That tended upon my father ? 

Glo. 1 know not, madam : it is too bad, loo bad. — 
Edni. Yes, madam, tie was of tliat consort. 

Reg. No marvel then though he were ill allected ; 

’T is they have put him on the old man's death, 

To liave th’ exjiense and waste of his revenues. 

1 have this jiresent evening from my sister 
Been well inform'd of them ; and with such cautions, 
That if tliey come to sojourn at my house 
I ’ll not be there. 

Com. Nor I, assure thee, Regan.— 

Edmund, I hear that you have shown your father 
A child-like ofRce. 

Edm. It was my duty, sir. 

Gh. He did bewray * his practice ; and receiv'd 
This hurt you see, striving to apprehend him. 

Com. Is he pursued ? 

Gh. Ay, my good lord. 

Com. If he be taken, he shall never more 
Be fear'd of doing harm : make your own purpose, 

• BtfUTay— reveal. 
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How in my strength you please. — For you, Edmund, 
Whose virtue and obedience doth this instant 
So much commend itself, you siiajl be ours ; 

Natures of such deep trust we shall miK:h need ; 

You we fhst seize on. 

Edm. 1 shall serve you, sir, 

Truly, however else. 

Glo. For him I thank your grace. 

Com, You know not why we came to visit you, — 
Reff. Thus out of season ; tlireading dark-ey'd night. 
Occasions, noble Gloster, of some poize, 

Wherein we must have use of your advice : — 

Our father ho hath writ, so liath our sister, 

Of diflercnces, which 1 best thought it fit 
To answer from our home ; the several messengers 
From iience attend desjjatch. Our good old fViend, 
Lay comforts to your bosom ; and bestow 
Your needful counsel to our businesses, 

Which craves the instant use. 

Glo, 1 serve you, madam : 

Your graces are right welcome. [Exeunt. 

SCENE II. — Before Gloster’s Castle. 

Enter Kent and Steward, severally. 

Stew. Good dawning to thee, friend: Art of this 
house ? 

Kent. Ay. 

Stew. Where may we set our horses I 
Kent. I’ the mire. 

Stew. Prithee, if thou lov’st me, tell me. 

Ke7it. I love thee not. 

Stew. Why, then I care not for thee. 

Kent. If I had thee in Lipsbury pinfold, 1 would 
make thee caie for me. 

Stew. Why dost thou use me thus? 1 know thee not 
^ Kent. Fellow, I know thee. 
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^w. What dost thou know me forf 

Kmt. A knave ; a rascal ; an eater of broken meats ; 
a base, proud, shallow, lieggarly, three-suited, hundred- 
pound, hlthy worsted-etocking knave; a lily-liverM, 
action -taking, whoreson, glass-gazing, superserviceable, 
hnical rogue; one-trunk-inheriting slave; one that 
wouldst be a bawd, in way of good service, and art no- 
thing hut the composition of a knave, beggar, coward, 
pander, and the son and heir of a mongrel bitch : one 
whom 1 will beat into clamorous whining, if thou 
deny'st the least syllable of iliy addition.^ 

Htevi. Why, what a monstrous fellow art thou, thus 
to rail on one that is neither known of thee, nor knows 
tiiee. 

Kent What a brazen-faced varlet art thou, to deny 
tliou know'st me‘9 Is it two days since I tripp'd up thy 
heels, and beat thee, liefore tlie king i Draw, you rogue : 
for, though it be night, yet the moon shines ; I 'll make 
a sop o' tlie niuonshuie of you, you whoreson culhoiily 
barber-monger. Draw. [Drawing hu sword. 

Stew. Away ; I iiave nothing to do with thee. 

Kent. Draw, you rascal ; you come with letters 
against the king, and take vanity tlie puppet's part, 
against the royalty of her father : Draw, you rogue, or 
1 'll so carbonado your slianks : — draw, you rascal ; come 
your ways. 

Stew. Help, lioa ! murder ! help ! 

Kent Strike, you slave; stand, rogue; stand, you 
neat slave ; strike. [Beating kirn. 

Stew, Help,hoa! murder! mnrder! 

Enter Edmund, Cornwall, Kbuan, Gb.osTBR, and 
Servants. 

Edm. How now! What's the matter 9 Part 

* The deacriptioa of an individual in a legal docamenl is 
called his addoum. 
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Kent, With you, goodman boy, if you please ; come, 
I 'll flesh you ; come on, young master. 

Glo. WeaiKizu ! arms I What 's the matter here? 
Com. Keep peace, u])on your lives ^ 

He dies that strikes again : What is the matter? 

Ileff. The messengers from our sister and the king. 
Com.. What is your diflerence ? speak. 

Steio. 1 am scarce in breath, my lord. 

Kent. No marvel, you have so hestirr'd your valour. 
Vou cowardly rascal, nature disclaims in thee ; a tailor 
made thee. 

Com. Thou art a strange fellow : a tailor make a 
man ? 

Kmt. A tailor, sir, a stone-cutter, or a painter, could 
not have made him so ill, though they had l)een but two 
lioiirs at the trade. 

Com. Speak yet, how grew your quarrel ? 

Sieto. This ancient ruflian, sir, whose life I have 
spar'd, 

At suit of his grey beard, — 

Kefit. Tliou whoreson zed ! thou unnecessary letter .’ 
— My lord, if you will give me leave, 1 will tr^ tliis 
unbolted villain into mortar, and daub the wall of a 
jakes with him. — Sjjore ray grey lieard, you wagtail ? 
Com. Peace, sirrah ! 

You beastly knave, know you no reverence ? 

Kent. Yes, sir ; but anger hath a privilege* 

Com. Why art thou angry f 
Kent. That such a slave as tliis should wear a swofd, 
Who wears no honesty. Such smiling rogues as these, 
Like rats, oft bite the holy cords atwain 
Which are too iutrinse* t* unloose: smooth every 
passion 

That in the natures of their lords rebels ; 

Bring oil to fire, snow to their colder moods ; 

* Jslrwse— closely tied. 
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Renege* affirm, and tain tbeir halcyon baaka 
With every gale and vary of their maaters, 

Knowing nought, like dogs, but following. — 

A plague upon your epileptic visage ! 

Smile you my speeches, as 1 were a fool f 
Goose, if 1 had you u}K)n Sarum plain, 

1 *d drive ye cackling home to Camelot. 

Com, Wliat, art tbou mad, old fellow ! 

Glo. How fell you out ^ 

Say that. 

Kent. No contraries hold more antipathy, 

Tlian 1 and such a knave. 

Com. Why dost thou call him knave f What is his 
fault ? 

Kent. His countenance likes me not. 

Com. No more, perchance, does mine, or his, (t 
hers. 

Kent. Sir, 't is my occupation to be plain ; 

1 have seen better faces in my time, 

Than stands on any shoulder that I see 
Before me at this instant. 

Com. This is some fellow, 

Who, having been prais'd for bluntness, doth afleci 
A saucy roughnessi; and constrains the garb 
Quite from his nature : He cannot flatter, he ! — 

An honest mind and plain, ^he must siieak truth : 

An they will take it, so ; if not, he 's plain. 

These kind of knaves I know, which in this plainness 
Harbour more craft, and more corrupter end^ 

Than twenty silly ducking observants. 

That stretch their duties nicely. 

Kent. Sir, in good faith, in sincere verity, 

Under the allowance of your great aspect, 

• Reneffe^to deny. 

^ Baioyan beaks. Tlie lislcyon is the kii^Osher ; and there 
vas a popular opiiiion that the bird, if hung up, would indieate 
ty the taming of its beak the jioint from which the wind blew. 
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Whoie influence) like the wreatti of radiant fire 
On flickering Pliinbus' front, — 

Com. What me an'gt by this ? 

Kent. To go out of my dialect, which you discom- 
mend so much. 1 knoW) sir, 1 am no flatterer : he 
that beguiled you, in a plain accent, wasa ]>lain knave : 
whicli, for my part, I will not be, ^ough I should win 
your displeasure to entreat me to it. 

Corn. What was the oflence you gave liim ? 

Sfew. I never gave him any. 

It pleas’d the king his master, very late, 

To strike at me, ujxin his misconstruction; 

When he, compact,* and flattering his displeasiue. 
Tripp’d me behind : being down, insulted, rail’d, 

And put upon liim such a deal of man, 

That worthy'd him, got jSiraises of the king 
For him attempting who was self-subdued ; 

And, in the fleshment of tliis dread exploit. 

Drew on me here again. 

Kent. None of these rogues and cowanl% 

But Ajax is their fool. 

Corn. Fetcli forth the stocks ! 

You stubborn ancient knave, you reverent braggart. 

We ’ll teach you — 

Kent. Sir, I am too old to learn : 

Call not your stocks for me : I serve the king ; 

On whose employment I was sent to you : 

You shall do small respects, show too bold malice 
Against the grace and person of my master, 

Stocking his messenger. 

Com, Fetch forth the stocks : 

As 1 have life and honour, there shall he sit till noon 
Regf. Till noon ! till night, my lord ; and all night 
too. 

Kent. Wliy, madam, if I were your father’s dog, 

You should not use me eo. 

* Cimpart-^ia the tease of oonfederats. 
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Beg. Bir, beine hli kiiave, I will. 

brought out 

Com. *niu if a fellow of the selt^me colour 
Our giiter speaks of : — Come, bring away the itocks. 

Glo. Let me befleech your grace not to do so : 

His fault is much, and the goi^ king his master 
Will check him for ’t : your purpos'd low correction 
Is such as basest and contemned'st wretches, 

For pilferings and must common trespasses, 

Are punish'd with : the king must take it ill, 

That he, so slightly ealued m his messenger, 

Should iiave him thus restrained. 

Com. I ’ll answer that. 

Reg. My sister may receive it much more worse. 

To have her gentleman abus'd, assaulted, 

For following her affairs.— Pijt in his legs. — 

[Kent is put in the stocks. 
Come, my lord ; away. [Exeunt Req. and Corn. 
Qlo. 1 am sorry for thee, friend ; ’t is the duke’s 
pleasure, 

Whose disposition, all the world well knows, 

Will not be rubbed, nor stopp’d ; I ’ll entreat for thee. 
Kekt. Ptar, do not, sir : I have watch’d, and ira- 
veil'd hard ; 

Some time 1 sliall sleep out, the rest 1 'll whistle. 

A good man's fortune may grow out at heels : 

Give you good morrow ! 

Olo. The duke ’s to blame in this ; ’t will be ill 
taken. [Exit. 

Kent. Good king, that must approve the commoii 
saw; 

Thou out of heavoi’s benediction com’st 
To the warm sun ! * 

* The oommno taw alltided to is found in Haywood's * Din* 
logues and PccAerbs' : — 

'* In \onr Tunniiig from him to tne, 

Ye run out of God's blenhit tote the warm snu." 
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Approach, thou beacon to tMi imdiMglio^ 

That by thy comfortable b&ms'l may 
Peruse this letter! — Nothing almost sees miracles, 

But misery : — I know 't is from Cordelia; 

Who hath most fortunately been inform d 
Of my obscured course ; and shall tind time 
From this enormous state, — seeking to give 
Losses their remedies : — All weary and o'erwatch'd, 
Take vantage, heavy eyes, not to behold 
Tliis shameful lodging. 

Fortune, good night ; smile once more ; turn thy wheel I 

sleeps, 

SCENE III . — A part of the Heath. 

Enter Edgar. 

Edg. I heard myself proclaim'd ; 

And, by tlie happy hollow of a tree, 

Escap'd the hunt. No port is free ; no place, 

That guard, and most unusual vigilance, 

Does not attend my taking. Whiles I may 'scape, 

I will preserve myself: and am bethought 
To take the basest and most poorest shape, 

That ever penury, in contempt of man. 

Brought near to lieast : my iace 1 'll grime ^vith tilth ; 
Blanaet my loins ; elf all my hair in knots ; 

And with presented nakedness out- face 
The winds and persecutions of the sky. 

The country gives me proof and precedent 
Of Bedlam beggars, who, with roaring voices, 

Strike in their ntunb'd and mortified bare arms 
Pins, wooden pricks, tiails, sprigs of rosemary ; 

And with this horrible object, from low fiums, 

Poor pelting* villages, sheept-cotes and mills, 

Bometiine with lunatic bans,^ sometime with prayen, 

* Ps^tifiy—petty, of little worth, 
b BoaMunea 
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Enforce their ciiarity.— Poor Turlygod ! \yoor Tom ! 
That ‘fl something yet ; — Edgar I nothing am. \Exit. 

SCENE IV. — Before Gloster s Castle. 

Enter Lear, Fool, and Gentleman. 

Lear* ’T is strange, tliat they should so depart from 
home, 

And not send l)ack my messenger. 

Gent. As I leam’d, 

The night before there was no purpose m them 
Of lliis remove. 

hent. Hail to thee, noble master * 

Lear. Ila ’ 

Mak'st thou this shame thy pastime i 

Kent. No, my lord. 

Fool. Ha, ha; lie wears cruel garters! Horses aie 
tied by the heads ; dogs and bears by the neck; monkeyi» 
by the loins ; and men by tlie legs : when a man is 
ovei -lusty at legs, then he wears wooden nether-stocks." 

Lear. What 's he that hath so much thy place mistook 
To set thee here? 

Kent. It is Initli he and she, 

Your son and daughter. 

Lear. No. 

Ke^it. Yes. 

Lear. No, I say. 

Kent. 1 say, yea. 

Leaf. No, no ; they would not. 

Kent. Yes, they have. 

Lear. By Jupiter, I swear, no. 

Kent. By Juno, 1 swear, ay. 

Lear. They durst not do ’t ; 

They could nut, would not do *t ; 't is worse than 
murder, 

To do upon respect such violent outrage : 

" Nether-stoel ui ' - stockings. 
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Resolve me, with all modest baste, which way 
Thou niightst deserve, or they impose, this usage, 
Coming Irom us. 

Kent. My loid, when at their home 

1 did commend your highrieso’ letters to them, 

Ere 1 was risen from the place that show’d 
My duty kneeling, came there a reeking ])ost, 

Stew’d in his haste, half breathless, panting forth 
From Goneril Ids mistress, salutations; 

Dclivei’d letters, spite of intermission. 

Which jiresently they read: on those contents 
They summon'd ii]) their meiny,® stiaight took horse ; 
(’ommanded me to follow, and attend 
The leiauic of their answer; gave me cold looks : 

And meeting here the other messenger, 

Whose welcome, I perceiv'd, had jxnson’d mine, 

(Being the very fellow which of late 
Display'd so saucily against your highness,) 

Having moie man than wit about me, drew;'* 

He rais'd Uie house with loud and coward cries : 

Your son and daughter foimd this trespass worth 
The shame wliich here it sutlers. 

Fool. Winter s not gone yet, if the wild geese fly that 
way. 

Fathers lliat wear rags do make their children blind ; 
But fathers tliat bear bags shall see their children kind. 
Fortune, thaX an ant whoie, ne’er turns the key to the 
jK)or. — 

But, for all this, thou shalt liave as many dolours*^ for 
thy daugliters, as thou caust tell in a year. 

Lear. O, how lids mother swells up toward my heart ! 
lli/stericapassio ! — down, thou climbing sorrow, 

Thy element ‘s l)elow ! — where is this daughter ? 

" Meiny — ictinuc, uttnudants — ^hcnce the adjective menial. 

■> Drew, The ^leraoual piouoim / la understood before drew, 
' Dolo>rs. There is a quibble here between dw/ours and 
dollars^. 
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Kent. With the earl, sir, here within. 

Lear. Follow me not ; 

Slav here. [Exit. 

Gent. Made you no more offence but what you speak 
of? 

Knit. None. 

How chance the kinpf comm with so small a number ? 

Fool. An thou hadst Ijeen set i’ tlie stocks for tliat 
question, thou hadst well deserved it. 

Kent. Why, fool? 

Fool. We ’ll set thee to school to an ant, to teach thee 
there *8 no labouring in the winter. All tliat follow their 
noses are led by their eyes, but blind men ; and there ’s 
not a nose among twenty but can smell him that ’s 
stinking. Let go tliy hold, when a great wheel runs 
down a hill, lest it break thy neck with following ; but 
the great one that goes upward, let him draw thee after. 
When a wise man gives thee better counsel, give me 
mine again : I would have none but knaves follow it, 
since a fool gives it. 

Thai, sir, which serves and seeks for gain. 

And follows but for form, 

Will pack, when it begins to rain, 

And leave thee in the stoim. 

But I will tarry ; the fool w ill stay, 

And let the wise man fly : 

The knave turns fool tliat runs away ; 

The fool no knave, perdy. 

Kent. Where learn ’d you this, fool ? 

Fool. Not i’ the stocks, fool. 

Re-enter Lbar, with Gi.osteu. 

Lear. Deny to speak with me? They are sick? they 
are weary ? 

They have travell’d all the night ? Mere fetches ; 

The images of revolt and flying off! 

Fetch me a better answer. 

X 2 
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Glo. My dear lord, 

You know the fiery quality of the duke; 

How unremovable and fix’d he is 
111 his own course. 

Lear. Venj^eance! ]dague^ death! confusiou ! — 
Fiery? what quality? why, Glostei, Gloster, 

I ’d sfieak with the duke of Cornwall and liis wife. 

Gh, Well, my good loni, 1 have infoim’d them so. 
Lmr. Infururd them! Dost thou understand me, 
man ? 

G/o. Ay, my good loul. 

Liar. The king would speak with Cornwall; the 
dear father 

^Vould with his daughter speak, commands, tends, ser- 
vice : 

Are they infoim’d of this? My breath and blood! — 

Fiery ! the fiery duke! — Tell the hot duke, that — 

No, but not yet ; — may be, he is not well ; 

Infiiinity doth still neglect all olKce, 

Wheieto our health is bound; we aie not ourselves, 
Wlien nature, lieing ojijiress'd, commands the mind 
To sutler with the body : 1 ’ll forbear ; 

And am fallen out with iny more lieadier will. 

To take the indisjHts'd and sickly fit 

For the sound man. — Death on my stale ! wherefoie 

[Looking on Kent. 

Should he sit heie ? This act jiersuades me. 

That this I emotion of the duke and her 
Is practice only. Gi\e me ray servant forth : 

Go, tell the duke and his wife, 1 ’d speak with them, 
Now, piesently : bid them come foitii and hear me, 

Or at their chamber door 1 ’ll beat the drum, 

Till it cry sleep to death. ■ 

Till it erg Sleep to death. We point this passage os in the 
original copies. It is givm in all the modern edUious **ti11 it 
rr} — Sleep to death it the drum said, sleep to death. 
Tuck buggKled the true explanation— till the noise of the drum 
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Glo. I M have all well betwixt you. [Exit. 

Lear. 0 me, my heart, my rising heart ! — but, down. 
Fool. Cry to it, nuncle, as the cockney did to the eels, 
when she put them i’ the |»aste alive; site knapp'd ’em 
o’ tlie coxcomlis with a stick, and cry’d, “Down, wantons, 
down ’T was her brnther that, in pure kindness to his 
horse, butter’d his hay. 

Enter Cornwall, Regan, Gi.oster, and Servants. 

IjCar. Good morrow to you both. 

Corw. Hail to your grace ' 

[Kent is set at libet ty. 
Eeg. I am glad to see your highness. 

Lear. Kegaii, I think you are ; 1 know what reason 
1 have to tliink so ; if'tliou sliouldst not he glad, 

I would divorce me from thy mother's tomb, 
Sepulch’ring an adultress. — O, aie you fiee? 

[To Kent. 

Some other time for that. — Beloved Regun, 

Thy sister 's naught : O Regan, she hath tied 
Sliarp-tiKith'd unkindness, like a vulture, lieie, — 

[Points to his heart. 

I can scarce speak to thee : thou ’It not tielieve, 

With how depravM a quality — O Regan ’ 

Reg. I pray you, sir, lake patience; 1 have hope 
You less know how fi> value lier desert, 

Tlian she Ui scant lier duty. 

Lear. Say, how is that ? 

Reg. I cannot think my sister in the least 
Would tail her obligation : If, sir, {lerchance. 

She have restrain’d the riots of your followers, 

haslieen tlie death of sleep— has destroyed sleep— hiis forced 
them to awaken. 

• The construction here is involved, hut the meaning ii evi- 
dent. You less know how to value her deseit than she knows 
to scant her dut) . 
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'T is on sucli ground, and to such wholesome end^ 

As clears her from all blame. 

Lear. My curses on her ! 

Heg, O, sir, you are old ; 

Nature in you stands on the very verge 
Of her continc : you should be rul’d and led 
By some discretion, that discerns your state 
Better than you yourself: Therefore, I pray you. 

That to our sister you do make return : 

Say, you have wrong’d her. 

Lear. Ask her forgiveness ? 

Do you but mark how this becomes the house ^ * 

Dear daugliter, 1 confess that 1 am old ; 

Age 18 unnecessary : on my knees I beg, 

That you ’ll vouchsale me raiment, bed, and food.” 

Reg. Good sir, no moie ; these are unsightly tricks : 
Return you to my sister. 

Lear. Never, Regan : 

She hath abated me of half my tram ; 

Look’d black u|)on me ; strook me with her tongue, 
Most seijient-like, upon the very heart : — 

All the stor'd vengeances of heaven fall 
On her ingrateful top ! Strike her young bones. 

You taking airs, witli lameness ! 

Com. Fye, sir, fye! 

Lear. You nimble lightnings, ^rt your blinding 
flames 

Into her sconiful eyes ! Infect her beauty, 

You fen-suck’d fogs, drawn by the powerful sun, 

To fall and blister. 

Reg. O the blest gods ! 

So will you wish on me, wiien tlie rash mood ’s on, 

^ TJie house. Capell says, *' This is one of the lines that 
mark Shakspere , the house is an expression worthy his 

genios : fathers are not the heads only of a house or a family, 
but its^ representatives; they ua tlte house, what affects iliem 
affects the rest of its body.” 
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i>ar. No» Remn, thou ghalt tierer have my curse ; 
Thy tender-hefted* nature shall not pive 
Thee o'er to harshness; her eyes are fierce, hut thine 
Du comfort, and not hum : 'T is not in tl)cc 
To Kludge my pleasures, to cut off my train, 

To bandy hasty words, to scant my sizes,'* 

And, in conclusion, to oppose tlie \yo\t 
Against my coming in : thou better know'st 
Tiie offices of nature, bond of childhood, 

KiTects of courtesy, dues of gratitude ; 

Thy half o’ tlie kingdom liMt thou not forgot, 

AYlierein I thee endow’d. 

Heg, Good sir, to the pur])Ose. 

[Trumpets mthiv. 

Lear. "Who put my man i* the stocks? 

Corn. What tmmpet ’s that ? 

Enter Steward. 

Reg. I know *t, my sister’s : this approves her leltei, 
That slie would soon be here. — Is your lady come? 

Lear. Tliis is a slave, whose easy-borrow’d pride 
Dwells in the fickle grace of her he follows : — 

Out, varlet, from my sight ! 

Com, What means your grace? 

Lear. Who stock’d my servant ? Regan, I have good 
hope 

Thou didst not know on ’t. — Who comes here? O, 
heavens, 

Enter Gonbril. 

If you do love old men, if your sweet sway 
Allow obedience, if you yourselves are old, 

• Tender-hefied. 1/ert— A a/}, is that which is haved-~held ; 
and thus, thy tender-hejted nature may be thy nature whicli may 
be held by tenderness. 

•» AVsffi— allowances. A f»*rtr In a college is one to whom 
certain sizes or portions are allowed. 
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Make if your cause; send down, and take my part! — 
Art not usliain’d to look ujMjn this l>eard ? — 

[ To Gonkril. 

(), Regan, wilt thou take her by the hand? 

(lon. Wliy not by the hand, sir? How have I of- 
fended ? 

All ’s not oireiice that indiscretion finds, 

.kjid dotage terms so. 

IjViir. (), sides, you are too tough I 

Will you yet hold? — How came my man i’ tlie stocks? 

Corn. 1 set liim theie, sir: but his own disorders 
Deseiv’d much less advancement. 

T.ear. You ! did you ? 

lieg. 1 pray you, father, Wing weak, seem so. 

If, till the expiration of your month, 

You will return and sojourn with my sister. 

Dismissing half your tiain, come tlien to me ; 

1 am now fiom Ijomc, and out of that provision 
W'hich shall be needful for your entertainment. 

Lear. Uetuiii to her, and fifty men dismiss'd ? 

No, ratlier I abjuie all roofs, and choose 
To wage against the enmity o’ the air ; 

To be a comiade w'ith the wolf and owl, — 

Necessity's sharp pinch 1 — Return with her ? 

Why, the hot-blooded France, that dowerless took 
Oiu youngest Iwin, 1 could as well lie brought 
To knee his tliroiie, and, squire-like, fiension beg 
To keep base life afoot ; — Hetuni with her? 

Persuade me ratlier to be slave and sumpter 
To tills dete.sted groom. \^lj)oking im the Steward. 
Gon. At your choice, sir. 

Lear. 1 pritliee, daughter, do not make me mad; 

[ will not tnmhle thee, my child ; farewell : 

We ’ll no more meet, no more see one another : — 

But yet thou art my flesh, niy blood, my daughter ; 

( )r, rather, a disease tiiat 's in my flesh, 

Wtiich 1 must iiec^ call mine ; tliou art a boil. 
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A pla^^ue-sore, or embossed carbuncle, 

In my con upfed blood. But I ’ll not chiile thee ; 

Let bhdine come when it will, 1 do not call it : 

I do not bid the thunder-bearer shoot, 

Nor tell tales of thee to high-judging Jove : 

Mend, when thou canst ; be better, at thy leisuie : 

I can be patient ; I can stay with Regan, 

1, and iny hundred knights. 

Reg, Not altogetiier so ; 

1 look’d not for you yet, nor am provided 

For youi lit welcome : Give eai, sir, to my sister ; 

For those tliat mingle re<ksoii with your }iasslon, 

Must be content to think you old, and so — 

But site knows what she does. 

Lear. Is this well spoken? 

Reg. I dare avouch it, sir ; What, lii'ly followers? 

Is it not well ? What shduid you nml of more? 

Yea, or so many? sith that both charge and danger 
Speak ’gainst so gieat u number? How, in one house, 
Should many people, under two coniniands, 

Hold amity? ’T is hard; almost imjiossible. 

Gun. Wiiy might not you, my lord, leceive at- 
temlance 

From those tliat she calls servants, oi from mine? 

Reg. Wliy not, my lord? If then tliey chanc'd to 
slack you, 

We could contiol them: If 3'ou will come to me, 

(For now I spy a danger.) 1 entreat jou 
To biing but tive-aiid-tweiity ; to no moie 
W ill 1 give place, or notice. 

Lear. I gave you all — 

Reg. And in good time you gave it. 

Lear. Made you my guardians, my de{x>sitaries ; 
But kept a reservation to be follow'd 
With such a number : Wbat, must I come to you 
With five-and-twenty, Regan? said you so? 

Reg. And siieak t again, my lord; no more with 
me. 
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Lear. Those wicked creatures yet do look well- 
favour’d ! 

When othera are more wicked, not being the worst 
Stands in some rank of jiraise : — I ’ll go with thee ; 

[To Goneril. 

Thy fifty yet doth double five-and-twenty, 

And thou art twice her love. 

Gon. Hear me, my lord ; 

Wliat need you five-and-twenty, ten, or iive. 

To follow in a house, where twice so many 
Have a command to tend you ? 

lieg. What need one? 

Lear. O, reason not the need : our basest beggars 
Are ill the poorest thing sujierfluous : 

Allow not nature more than nature needs, 

Man's life is cheap as beast’s : thou art a lady ; 

If only to go warm were gorgeous, 

Why, nature needs not what thou gorgeous wear’s!, 
Which scarcely keeps thee warm. — But, for true need,— 
You heavens, give me that patience, patience I need ! 
You see me here, you gods, a poor old man. 

As full of grief as age ; wretched in lioth ! 

If it be you that stir these daughters’ hearts 
Against their father, fool me not so much 
To bear it tamely ; touch me with noble anger ! 

And let not women’s wea|)on8, water-drops. 

Stain my man’s cheeks ! — No, you unnatural hags, 

I will have such revenges on you both, 

That all the world shall — I will do such things— 

What they are yet I know not ; but they shall lie 
The terrors of the earth. You think 1 ’ll weep ; 

No, I ’ll not weep : — 

I have full cause of weeping ; but this heart 
Shall break into a hundred thousand flaws,* 

Or cre^l 'll weep : — O, fool, 1 shall go mad ! 

[Exeunt Lear, 6i.08Tbr, Kent, and Fool. 

■ Flaw. Doure conjectures that JUiw might signity a ftag- 
foent in Shakspore'ii time, as ^ell as a crack. 
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Com, Let us witlidraw, ’t will be a storm. 

[iS'torm heard at a distance, 
Reg. Tliis house is little; the old man and his people 
Cannot be well bestow’d. 

Gon. ’T is his own blame; hath put himself* from 
rest, 

And must needs taste bis folly. 

Reg, For liis }>articular, 1 'll receive liim gladly, 

But not one follower. 

Gon. So am I puri)Os*d. 

Where is my lord of Glostcr ? 

Re-enter Glostbr. 

Corn. Follow’d the old man fortli : — he is return’d. 
Gh. The king is in high rage. 

Corn. Whitlier is he going? 

Glo. He calls to horse ; but will I know not whither. 
Corn. 'T is liest to give him way ; he leads himself. 
Gon. My lord, entreat him by no means to stay. 

Glo. Alack, the night comes on, and tlie high winds 
Do sorely ruffle; for many miles about 
There ’s scarce a bush. 

Reg. O, sir, to wilful men, 

The injuries that they themselves procure 
Must be their scliool masters : Shut up your doors ; 

He is attended with a desjierate train ; 

And what they may incense him to, being apt 
To have his ear abus d, wisdom bids fear. 

Com. Shut up your doors, my lord; ’t is a wild 
night : 

My Regan counsels well : come out o’ the storm. 

[Exeunt. 

■ Hath put himself. Tlic perstonal pronoun he is understood. 
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ACT III. 

SCP:NE L—A Heath. 

A storm is heard, with thunder and lightning. 
Enter Kent and a Gentleman, meeting. 

Kent. Who ’s there, besides fool weather? 

Gent. One minded like the weather, most unqnielly. 
Kent. I know yoo. Where 's the king? 

Gent. (Contending with the fietfiil elements; 

Bids the wind blow the earth into the sea, 

Or swell the curled waters ’hove tlie niain,*^ 

That things might change, or cease: tears his white 
hair; 

Whicdi the impetnoiis blasts, with eyeless rage, 

Catch ill their fury, and make nothing of : 

Strives in his little world of man to out-scom 
The to-and-fro connicting wind and rain. 

This night, wherein the cob-drawn liear would couch, 
Tlie lion and the belly-pinched wolf 
Keep their fur dry, uiibonneted he runs, 

And bids what will take all. 

Kent. But who is with him ? 

Gent. None but the fool ; who labours to out-jest 
His heart-strook injuries. 

Ke9it. Sir, I do know you ; 

And dare, upon the warrant of iny note,^ 

Commend a dear thing to you. There is division, 
Although as yet the face of it be cover’d 
With mutual cunning, ’twixt Albany and Cornwall; 
Wlio have (as who have not, tliat their great stars 

* T/te main is here used for the mun land. 

•» knowledge. 
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Tliron'd and set high?) servants, who seem no less ; 
Which are to France the spies and speculations 
Intelligent of our state ; what liath been seen, 

Kither in siiuHs “ and packings of the dukes ; 

Or the hard lein which both of them have borne 
Against the old kind king; or something dee})er, 
Whereof, perchance, these are but furnishings ; 

But, true it is, from Fiance there comes a power 
Into tins scatter'd kingdom ; who already, 

Wise in our negligence, have secret feet 
In some of our best jwrts, and are at jx)int 
To show their ojjeri banner. — Now to you : 

If on my credit you daie build so far 
To make your speed to Dover, you sliall find 
Some that will thank you, making just report 
Of how unnatural and bemadding sorrow 
The king hath cause to plain. 

I am a gentleman of blood and breeding ; 

And, from some knowledge and assurance, ufier 
This office to you. 

Gent. I will talk further with you. 

Kent. No, do not. 

For confirmation that I am much more 
Thun my out wall, open tliis purse, and take 
Wliat it contains : If you shall see Cordelia, 

(As fear not but you shall,) show her this ring ; 

And she will tell you who that fellow is 
That yet you do not know. Fye on tliis storm ! 

I will go seek the king. 

Gent. Give me your hand : Have you no more to 
say? 

Kent. Few words, but to efi'ect more than all yet; 
Thai, when we have found the king, (in which your pain 
That way : I 'll this :) he that fiist lights on him, 
Holla the otlier. {Exeunt severally. 

“ dislikes. FacAtnys— intrigues. 



KINO LEAR. 


[Act III. 


SCENE II. — Awiih&r Part of the Heath. 

Storm continues. 

Enter Lear and Fool. 

Lear. Blow, winds, and crack your cheeks ! rage ! 
blow ! 

You cataracts and liurricanoes, spout 

Till you have drench'd our steeples, drown’d the cocks ! 

You sulphurous and thought-executing fiies, 

Vaunt couriers of oak-cleaving thunder-bolts, 

Singe my white head ! And tliou, all-shaking thunder, 
Strike flat the thick rotundity o’ the world ! 

Crack nature's moulds, all germens** spill at once. 
That make ingrateful man ! 

Fool. O nuncle, court holy-water in a dry house is 
better than this rain-water out o’ door. Good nuncle, 
in ; ask thy daughters' blessing ; here ’s a night pitif s 
neither wise men nor fools. 

Lear. Rumble thy bellyfull I Spit, fire ! spout, rain ! 
Nor rain, wind, thunder, fire, are my daughters : 

I tax not you, you elements, with unkindness, 

I never gave you kingdom, call'd you children. 

You owe me no subscription ; then let fall 
Your horrible pleasure ; here 1 stand, your slave, 

A })oor, infirm, weak, and despis’d old man : — 

But yet I call you Bei*vi1e ministers, 

That will with two pernicious daughters join 
Your high engender’d battle, ’gainst a head 
So old and white as this. O ! O ! ’t is foul ! 

Fool. He that has a house to put his head in, has a 
good head-piece. 

The cod-piece that will houses 
Befwe the head has any, 

Tlie head and he shall louse 
So beggars marry many. 

• Oermsns— seeds of matter. 
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Thf man that malces his toe 
What he his heart should make, 

Shall of a corn cry woe, 

And turn his sleep to wake. 

— for there was never yet fair woman but she made 
moutlis m a glass. 

Enter Kent. 

Lear. No, I will be the pattern of all patience, I 
will say nothing. 

K&it. Who's there? 

Fool. Marry, here 's grace and a cod>piece : that ’s a 
wise man, and a foul. 

Kent, Alas, sir, are you here? things that love night 
Lovp not such nights as these; the wrathful skies 
Gal low the very wanderers of tlie dark, 

And make them keep tlieir caves : since I was man, 
Such sheets of tire, such hursts of horrid thunder. 

Such groans of roaring wind and rain, I never 
Remember to have heard : man's nature cannot carry 
The affliction, nor the fear. 

Lear, Let the great gods, 

That keep lliis dreadful pudder^ o’er our lieads, 

Find out their enemies now. Tremble, thou wretch, 
That hast within tliee undivulged crimes, 

Unwhip])’d of justice : Hide thee, thou bloody hand ; 
Thou perjur’d, and thou simular*^ of virtue, 

Thou art incestuous : Claititf, to pieces shake, 

That under covert and convenient seeming 
Hast practis’d on man’s life .'—Close pent-up guilts, 
Rive your concealing continents, and cry 
These dreadful summoners grace. — 1 am a man 
More sinn’d against than sinning. 

^ Oallow — scare. 

PuddfT. Tina is always modernized into wrtAw; the same 
word, doubtless, but somewhat vulgarized by the change. 

SifliK/ar— counterfeit. 
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Kent Alack, hare-headed ! 

Gracious my lord, liard by here is a hov^l ; 

Some frieniishi]) will it lend you temiiest ; 

RejKise yon tlicre ; while 1 1o this haul house 
(More harder than the stones whereof 't is rais’d : 
Which even but now, demanding after you, 

Denied me to come in) return and force 
Their scanted conitesy. 

Lear. My wits begin to turn. — 

Come on, my boy : How dost, my i>oy ? Art cold ? 

I am cold myself. — Wliere is this straw, my fellow ? 
The art of our necessities is strange. 

And can make vile things jirecicms. Come, your hovel ; 
Poor fool and knave, I have one jiart in my heart 
That 8 sorry yet for thee. 

Fml. [Sinking.] He that has and a little tiny wit,— 

\\’itU heigh, ho, tlie wind and the ruin, — 

Must make content with his fortunes lit. 

Though the rain it laiiieth every day. 

Lear. True, boy. — Come, bring us to this hovel. 

\ExvMnt Lear and Kent. 
Fool. This is a brave night to cool a courtezan. — 

I 'll speak a piojiliccy ere 1 go. 

When priests are more in word than matter; 

When brewers mar their malt with water ; 

When nobles are their tailors’ tutors; 

No heretics hurn'd, hut wenches’ suitors ; 

When every case in law is right ; 

No squire in debt, nor no ijoor kniglit ; 

When slanders do not live in tongues ; 

Nor cutpurses come not to throngs ; 

When usurers tell their gold i’ the field ; 

And bawds and whores do churches build ; — 
Then shall the realm of Albion 
Come to great confusion. 

Then comes the time, who lives to see ’t, 

That going shall be us’d with feet 
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Thig prophecy Merlin ghall make : for I live before liia 
time. [Exit. 

SC’KNK III. — A Room in Glogters Castle. 

Enter Gi.osteu and Edmund 

Gh. Alack, iilac’k, Edmund, I like not tliig unna- 
tural dealirjg ; Wlien I degirwl theii leave that 1 might 
jiity liim, they took from me the use of mine own house ; 
(liargeti me, on |min of per])etiial displeasure, neitlier to 
speak of him, entreat for him, or any way sustain him. 

Kdm. Most savage and unnatural ! 

Glo. Go to; say you nothing: Tliere is division 
lietw'oen the dukes ; ami a worse matter than tliat: I 
have received a letter this night; — t is dangerous to be 
sjioken ; — 1 have lock'd the letter in my closer : thrae 
injuries the king now liears will lie levenged home ; 
there is part of a power already footeil ; we must in- 
cline to the king. 1 will look him, and priiily relieve 
him : go you. and maintain talk with the duke, that 
my chaiity he not of him perceived : If he ask for me, 
I am ill, and gone to heil. If I die for it, as no less is 
threateneil me, tlie king my old master must l»e re- 
lieved. There is strange things toward, Edmund ; 
pray you, he careful. [Exit. 

Edm. This courtesy, forbid thee, sliall the duke 
Instantly know ; and of that letter too : — 

This seems a fair deserving, and must draw me 
Tliat which my fatlier loses; no less than all : 

The younger rises, when the old doth fall. [Exit. 

SCENE IV. — A Part of the Heath, with a Hovel. 

Enter Leau, Kent, and Fool. 

Kent Here is the place, my lord ; good my lord, 
enter : 

The tyranny of the open night ’s too rough 

For nature to endure. [Storm still. 

VOL. Vlll. Y 
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I^ar. Lei me alone. 

Kent. Good my lord, enter lieio. 

Lear. Wilt break my heart ? 

Kent. 1 M rather break mine own : Good iny lord, 
enter. 

Lear. Tlioii think 'lit "t is much, that tliis contentious 
storm 

Invades us to the skin : so 't is to thee ; 

Hut where the greater malady is fix’ll. 

The lesser is scarce felt. Thou ’dst shun a bear, 

]hit if thy llight lay toward the loaiing sea. 

Thou ’dst meet the bear i’ the mouth. When the nnnd ’s 
free 

The b<Kly 's ilelicate : the lemj^st in my mind 
Doth fiom my senses take all feeling else, 

Save what beats there. — Filial ingratitude ! 

Is it not as this moutli should tear tliis hand. 

For lifting food to ’t i — But I will pninsh home: — 

No, I will weep no more. — In such anight 
To slmt me out ! — Pour on : I will endure : — 

In such a night as this ! O Regan, Goneril ! — 

Your old kind father, whose frank heart gave all, — 

O, that way madness lies ; let me shun tliat ; 

No more of tliat, — 

Kent Good my lord, enter here. 

Lear. Prithee, go in thyself; seek thine own ease ; 
This temfiest will not give me leave to ponder 
On things would hurt me more. — But I ’ll go in : 

In, boy; go first — \To the Fool.] You houseless 
poverty, — 

Nay, get thee in. I ’ll pray, and then I 'll sleep. — 

[Fool yoes in. 

Poor naked wretches, wheresoe’er you are, 

Tliat bide the pelting of this pitiless storm, 

Hpw shall your houseless heads, and unfed sides, 

Your loop’d and window’d raggedness, defend you 
From seasons such as these I 0, 1 have ta’en 
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Too little rare of this ! Take physic, pomp ; 

ExjxMte lliyseif to feel wh.i^ wietclies feel ; 

That tlioii inayst shake ihe snperflux to them, 

Ami show the hea\oiis more just. 

Edg, f in/Ziin.] Falhoni ami half, fathom and half! 

Pinn Totn * [ Tho F(H)I runs out from the hovel. 

Fool. (Jinne not in Ikmh, nuncle, here’s a sjnrit. 

Help mo, help me ' 

Kent. Cii\e me tliy hand. — Wl»o ’s there? 

Fool. A spirit, a spirit; he says his name’s jHXir 
Tom. 

Kent. AVliat ait thou that dost grumble there i’ the 
straw ? 

Come forth. 

Enter Kiioak, disguised as a madman. 

Edy. Away I the foul fieml follows me ? — 

Through Ihe sharp hawthorn blow the winds. — 

Humph ! go to tliy bed and warm thee. 

Lear. Didst thou give all to thy daughters ? 

And art thou come to this? 

Edg. Who gives any thing to Poor Tom ? whom the 
foul fiend hatli led through fiie and through flame, 
through ford and whirlpool, o’er hog and quagmire; 
that hath laid knives under his pillow, and halters in 
his pew ; set ratsbane by his porridge ; made him proud 
of heart, to ride on a liay trottiiig-iiorse over four-inched 
bridges, to course his own shadow for a traitor : — Bless 
thy five wits ! Tom ’s a-cold. — O, do de, do de, do de, 
— Bless thee from whirlwinds, star-blasting, and taking 
Do poor Tom some charity, wiiom tlie foul fiend vexes ; 
Thm could I have him now, — and there,- and there 
again, and there. [SYorm continues. 

Lear. Have his daughters brought h i m to tliis pass ?<— 
Gouldst thou save nothing? Wouldstthou give them 
all? 

V a 


2'aftilnp->ma\igQBnt Influence. 
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Fool. Nay, he reserved a blanket, else we liad been 
all shamed. 

Lear. Now, all the plagues that in the pendulous air 
Hang fated o’er men's faults, light on thy daughters ! 

Kent. He hath no daughters, sir. 

Lear. Death, traitor! nothing could have subdued 
nature 

To such a lowness, but his unkind daughters. — 

Is it the fashion tliat discaided fathers 
Should have tlms little meicy on their flesh V 
Judicious })uniahinent ! *t was this flesh begot 
Those pelican daughters. 

Kdg. Pdlicock sat on pillicock-hill ; — 

Halloo, halloo, loo, IiK)! 

Fool. Tins cold night will turn us all to fools and 
madmen. 

Edg. Take heed o’ the foul fiend : Obey thy parents ; 
keep thy wold's justice; swear not; commit not witli 
man's sworn sjioiise ; set nut thy sweet heart on proud 
array ; Tom 's a-cold 

Lear. What hast thou beenf 

Ed(j. A serving nian,“ proud in heart and mind ; that 
curled my hair, wore gloves in my cap, served the lust 
of my mistress’s heart, and did the act of darkness with 
her; swore as many oat iis as 1 s^iake woids, and bioke 
them in the sweet face of heaven : one, tliat slept in the 
contriving of lust, and waked to do it ; Wine loved I 
dearly ; dice dearly ; and in woman out-paramouied the 
Turk : False of heart, light of ear, bloody of hand; hog 
in sloth, fox in steultii, wolf in greediness, dog in mad- 
ness, lion in prey. Let not the creaking of shoes, nor 
the rustling of silks, betray thy poor heart to woman : 
Keep tliy foot out of brothels, thy hand out of plackets, 
thy pen from lenders’ books, and defy the foul fiend.— 

*■ iA serving man. This is not a menial, but a servant m the 
sense m which it is used in the * Two Geutlemeu of \’erona 
“ Tco low a mistress lor so high a servant.”— 
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Still tliroiiji^h the hawthorn blows the cold wind : Says 
Biium, mnii, nonny, dolphin my l)oy, boy, Sesey;* let 
liim trot by. \^Storm still cotittnues. 

Lvar. Thou wert better in a grave, than to answer 
with thy imcoverod body this extremity oftlie skies. — Is 
man no more than tins? Consider him well : Tliou owest 
the worm no silk, the beast no hide, the slieep no wool, 
the cat no jieifume : — H.i! here ‘s three of ns are sophis- 
ticated ! — Thou art the thing itself : uiiarconniKKlated 
man is no inoie but such a ptwir, bsiro, forked animal 
as thou ait. — OIT, ofl‘, you leiaiings : — (‘ome ; nnlmtton 
here. — ^ Tearing off his clothes. 

Fool. Prithee, nuncle, be contented ; *t is a naughty 
night to swim in. — Now a little tire in a wild held were 
like an old lechei's lieart, — a small spaik, all the rest 
of his body cold. — Lwik, lierc comes a walking fire. 

Edy. This is the foul fiend Flihhertigihliet : lie begins 
at curfew, and walks till the fiist cock; he gives the 
well and the ]tin,^ scpiints the eye, and makes the hare- 
li}) ; mildews tlie wlnte wheat, and hurts the jH>or crea- 
ture of eaith. 

Swithold fixited thrice the old 

He met tlie night-mare, and her nine-fold ; 

Bid her alight, 

And her troth plight. 

And, aroint thee, witch, aroint thee ! ^ 

“ Sescy. Tlie quartos read censr. It is probably the same 
Monl Hs «eua,Hlnch is used by Christopher Sly in the 'Taming 
of the sjirew.’ The whole of this passage is probably meant to 
be iiuintelligilde. 

1* Tlte web nnd the ptn. Florio, in his ‘ New World of W'ords,’ 
(Ifill,) interprets the Italian ( atanltta "A dimness of sight 
occasioned bs humours hardened in the eyes, called a cataract, 
or o pin and a web." 

® The old.—’Vhe wold. Spelmau writes. Burton upon Olds— 
Swithold. Tile reading of all the old editions is an abbreviation 
of Saint iritludd, which is the modern reading. 

<1 Aroint. It is conjectured that it is a compound of ar, or 
aer, and hynt : the first a very ancient word, common to the 
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Kent. How fares yonr grace? 

Enter Glosteu, icith a torch. 

Lear. What s lie? 

Kent. Who ’s theie? What is ’t yon seek? 

Glo. Wliaf aie j oil there? Your names? 

Edf/. Poor Tom ; that eats liie swimming frog, the 
toad, the tadpole, the wall-newt, and the water ; " that 
in the fury of his heart, when the foul fiend rages, eats 
cow-dung for sal lets; swallows the old rat, and the 
ilitch-ilog ; diinks the green mantle of the standing-pool; 
who is whipped from tything to tything, and stocked, 

{ nmished, and imprisoned ; wlio hath had three suits to 
lis hack, six sliiits to his body, horse to ride, and wea- 
jwii to wear : 

But mice, and rats, and such small deer, 

Have been Tom’s food for seven long year. 

Beware my follower: — Peace, Sinolkin; peace, thou 
tiend ! 

Glo. What, hath your grace no better company ? 
Edg. Tlie piiiice of daikness is a gentleman; 

Modo he’s call’d, and Malm. 

Glo. Our ilesh and blood, iny lord, is grown so vile, 
That it doth hate what gets it. 

Edg. Poor Tom ’s a-cold. 

Glo. Go in with me; my duty cannot suffer 
To obey in all your daughters' hard commands ; 
Thougli their injunction be to bar my doors, 

And let this tyrannous night take hold upon you ; 

Yet have I ventur’d to come seek you out, 

And bring you where both tire and food is ready. 

Greek and Gothic hinKuages m Uie sense of to goi the second 
derived from t)ie Gothic, and still in common use under the 
same form and uilU the same meaning, Atnd, be/itnd, &c., in 
English, and hint, or hynt, m German. 

“ T^ie U'ail-newt and lAe teater— that is, the wall-neHt and the 
water-newt. It is the same Ibrm of construciiun as “a wise 
man and a merry." 
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Lear. First lot me talk with this philosopher: — 
What is tlj(L cause of thunder? 

Kent. Good my lord, take his offer; 

Go into the house. 

Lear. I ’ll talk a word with this same learned Tlie- 
haii 

What Is your study? 

Edg. How to prevent the fiend, and to kill vermin. 
Lear. Let me ask you one word in j)rivatc. 

Kent. Iinjiortune him once more to go, my lord ; 

His wits begin to unsettle. 

Clo. Canst thou blame him ? 

His daughters seek his death : — Ah ! that good Kent ! — 
He said it would be thus : — Poor hanish’il man ! — 
Thou say’st the king grows mad ; I ’ll tell thee, friend, 
1 am almost mad myself : 1 had a son, 

Now outlaw’d from my blood : he sought my life, 

But lately, very late j I lov’d him, friend, — 

No father Ins son dearer : true to tell thee, 

[Stor?n eontinves. 

Tlie grief hath craz’d my wits. What a night ’s this ! 

I do beseeidi your grace, — 

Lear. O, cry you mercy, sir. 

Noble philosopher, your company. 

Edg. Tom ’s a-cold. 

Gh. In, fellow, there, into the hovel : keep thee warm. 
Lear. Come, let ’s in all. 

KetU. This way, my lord. 

Lear. With him ; 

I will keep still with my philosopher. 

Kent. Good my lord, soothe him ; let him take the 
fellow. 

Olo. Take him you on. 

Kent. Sirrah, come on ; go along with us. 

Lear. Come, good Athenian. 

Glo. No words, no words : 

Hush. 
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Edg- Childe Rowland to the dark tower came ; 
ilis word was still, — Fie, foil, and fuin, 

I smell the blood of a Biitish man. \^E£eunt. 

SCKNK V . — A Iloofit in Glostei’j Castle, 
Enter Counwall and Edmund. 

Corn. I will luive iiiy leveiige ere 1 depait his house. 

Edm. How, my lord, 1 may be censmeil tliat nature 
tlius gives way to loyalty, something feais me to thmk 
ol'. 

Corn. I now ]ierceive it was not altogetlier your bro- 
thel's evil disjjosition made him seek his deatli ; but a 
provoking meiil, set a-woik by a reproveable badness in 
himself. 

Edm. How inalinous is niy fortune, that 1 must re- 
pent to be just! This is the letter which he spoke of, 
whicli lij'proves him an intelligent jiaity to tlie advan- 
tages of France. O heavens! that this tieasoii weie not, 
or not I the detector ! 

Corn. Go witli me to the duchess. 

Edm. If the matter of thispajier be ceitain, you have 
mighty business in liand. 

Corn. True or false, it hath made thee earl of Gloster. 
Seek out where tliy father is, that he may be ready foi 
our apprehension. 

Edm. [ylsirfe.] If I lind him comforting the king, it 
will stuff his suspicion more fully. — 1 will persevere in 
my course of loyalty, though tlie conflict be soie between 
tliat and my blood. 

Corn, I will lay trust u|)oii thee j and thou shalt find 
a dearer father in my love. \Exeunt. 

SCENE VI . — A Chamber in Out-building adjoining 
the Castle, 

Enter GnosTEii and Kent. 

Glo, Here is better than the open air ; take it thank- 
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fully : I will piece out the comfort with what addition 
1 tdii: I will not be long from you. 

Kent. All the ]M>wer of his wits has given way to his 
impatience : — The goils reward your kindness ' 

[Exit Gloster. 

Enter Leak, Edgar, and Fool.'^ 

Edif. Frateretto calls me ; and tells me, Nero is an 
anglei in the lake of darkness. Pray, innocent, and 
beware the luul tiend. 

Fool. Prithee, nuncle, tell me, whether a madman be 
a gentleman, oi a yeoman f 

Lear. A king, a king! 

Fool. No; he's a yeoman, that has a gentleman to 
hi; son ; for he s a mad yeoman that sees his son a geu- 
Ueimm before him. 

Lear. To liave a thousand with red burning spits 
Come liis<Hing m n|ion tliem : — 

Edg The tool liend biles my hack. 

Fool, lie's mad that trusts in tlie tameness Of a wolf, 
a horse's healtli, a luiy'b Jove, or a whore’s oath. 

Lear, ll sliall beilone, 1 will arraign them straight ; — 

Come, sit lliou here, most learned justicer ; 

[To Edgar. 

Thou sapient sir, sit here. [7b t/ie Fool.] — Now, ye 
she foxes ! — 

Kdff. Look where she stands and glares ! — 

Wautonest thou tye-. at tiial, madam V 

Come o’ei the bouin, Bessy, to me : — 

Fool. Her boat hath a leak, 

And she must not sjieak 
Why she dares not come over to thee. 

Edg. The foul fiend haunts jxxir Tom in the voice of 
a nightingale. Hopdance cries in Tom's belly fur two 

* We print the diiection lor the entrances of the charseters as 
in the folio. In the modem editions they are all brought in 
when the scene opens. 
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it'hite herrings. Croak not, black angel ; I have no food 
for thee. 

Kent. How do you, sir ? Stand you not so amaz'd : 
Will you lie down and rest upon the cushions? 

Lear. I’ll see tlieir trial first: — Bring in the evidence. — 
Thou 1 obed man of justice, lake thy jdace ; — [ To Kdo. 
And Ihon, his yoke-fellow of equity, [7b the Fool. 
Bench by his side : — You are of the commission, 

Sit you too. [ To Kent. 

Edg. Let us deal justly. 

Sleepest or wakest thou jolly shepherd ? 

Thy sheep be in the corn ; 

And for one blast of thy minikin mouth, 

Thy sheep shall bike no harm. 

Pur ! the cat is grey. 

Lear. Arraign her first ; 't is Goneril. I liere take 
my oath before tin’s honourable assembly, she kicked the 
poor king her father. 

Fool Come hither, mistress. Is your name Goneril? 
Lear. She cannot deny it. 

Fool. Cry you mercy, I took you for a joint-stool. 
Lear. And here ’s another, whose warp'd looks pro- 
claim 

What store her heart is made of. — Stop her there ! 
Arms, arras, sword, fiie I — Corruption in the place ! 
False justicer, why hast thou let her ’scape ? 

Edg. Bless thy five wits ! 

Kent. O pity ! — Sir, where is the patience now. 

That you so oft have boanted to retain ? 

Edg. My tears Iwgin to take his part so much. 

They ’ll mar my counteifeiting. [Aside. 

Lear. The little dogs and all. 

Tray, Blanch, and Sweet-heart, see, they bark at me. 
Edg. Tom will throw his head at them . — Avaimt, 
you curs ! 

Be thy mouth or black or white, 

Tooth that jioisons if it bite ; 
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Mastiff, grey-liomid, mongrel grim, 

Hinind or a|)aniel, brach* or lym 
Or liobtail tike,^ ur trundle-tail ; 

Tom will make him weep and wail: 

Foi, tlirowing thus my head, 

DoUh lea]) the Imtch, and all aie tied. 

Do (le, (le de. Sese. Tome, march to wakes and fairs, 
and market towns Poor Tom, thy horn is dry. 

Lear. Turn let them nna^mnze llegati ; sec wluit 
breeds about lier heart : Is theie any cause in nature 
tliat make-) the-e hard hearts f — Yon, sir, 1 entertain for 
one of my hundred; only, 1 do nut like the fashion of 
your gaimenfs : you will say they are Persian ; but let 
them he dianged. [7'o EnoAR. 

KtnL Now, good my lord, lie here, and rest awhile. 

Lear. Make no noise, make no noise ; draw the cur- 
tains ; So, so : We'll go to supiier i’ tlie morning. 

rool. And 1 'll go to bed at noon. 

Re-enter Glostkr. 

Glo. Come hither, fiiend : Where is the king my 
master ? 

Kent. Ileie, sir; but trouble him not, his wits arc 
gone. 

Glo. GtM)d friend, 1 piithee take him in thy arms; 

I have o'eilieard a plot of death upon him : 

Tliere is a littei ready; lay him in ’t, 

And drive toward Dover, friend, where thou shalt meet 
Both welcome and protection. Take up tliy master; 

If thou shouldst dally half an hour, his life, 

With thine, and all iliat offer to defend him. 

Stand in assiueil loss : Take up, take up ; 

• Brarh—H female harrier. 

^ Ayw— liramer— le.imer, a huiitiny; dog, so called from the 
leme or leach m which lie waa held till he whs let slip. 

• Ttke, according to Steeveoi, was the llunic word for a 
warthlm dog. 
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And follow me, thaf will to some provision 
Give thee quit conduct. 

Kent. Oppressed nature sleeps : — 

This rest ini^lit yet liave halm’d lliy broken senses, 
Which, if convenience will not allow, 

Stand in hard cure. — Come, help to bear thy master ; 
Tliou must not stay beliind. [ To the Fool. 

(xlo. Come, come away. 

Kent, Giaisteh, and the Fool, bearing off 
the Kino. 

Edg. Wlien we our belters see bearing our woes, 

W’e scarcely think our miseries our foes. 

Who alone suffers, suffers most i* the mind ; 

Leavi g fiee tilings, and happy shows, behind : 

But tnen the miiKl much suffeiancc doth o'erskip, 
When giief hatli mates, and beaiing fellowship. 

How light and portable my jiain seems now, 

Wlien tliat, wliich makes me bend, makes the king bow : 
He childed, as I father’d * — Tom away : 

Mark the higli noises : and thyself bewray, 

When false opinion, whose wrong thoughts defile thee. 
In thy just jiroof, re^ieals, and reconciles thee. 

What will hap moie to-night, safe scape the king ! 
Lurk, lurk. [Exit. 

SCENE VII. — A Room in Gloster’s Castle. 

Enter Cornwaij., Reuan, Goneril, Edmund, and 
Servants. 

Corn. Post speedily to ray lord your husband ; show 
him this letter : — the army of France is landed : — Seek 
out the traitor Gloster. [Exeunt some of the Servants. 
Reg. Hang him instantly. 

Gon. Pluck out his eyes. 

Corn. Leave him to my displeasure. — Edmund, 
keep you our sister company ; the revenges we are 
bound to take upon your traitorous father are not fit for 
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your beholilliig. Advise the dake where you are going, 
a most h'-itinate prejiaratiun ; we are hound to the 
like. Our ])ost8 shall he swift, and intelligent l)etwixt 
us. Faiewell, dear sistei ; — farewell, my lord of 
Crioster. 

Lnter Steward. 

How now ? VVheie's the king? 

Stcir. My loid of Glu'iter hath convey’d him hence: 
Some live ui sj\-and-thiity of his knights, 

Hot questiists after him, met him at gate; 

Who, with some other of the lord's dependents, 

Are gone with him toward Dover; wheie they boast 
To have well-armed fnends. 

('orn. Get h()r^es for your mistress. 

Gon. Farewell, sweet lord, and sister. 

[Exeunt GoNCuin and Eumunu. 
Com. Edmund, faiewell, — Go, seek the traitor 
Glostei, 

Pillion him lile a thief, bring him befoic us: 

[Exeunt other Servants. 
Thougli well we ma\ not pass ujmjii his life 
Without the form of justice, yet our power 
Sliall do a couitesy to our wiath, which men 
May blame, but not control. Who's there? The 
tiaitoi ? 

Ile-entcr Servants, with Gi.o.stek. 

Hei/. Ingiateful fox ’ ’t is he. 

('vni. Bind fast his corky anns. 

CSlo. W’hat inc.in your graces ? — Good my friends, 
consider 

You are my guests : do me no foul play, fiiends. 

Corn. Bind him, 1 say. [Servants bind him. 

Rey. Hard, hard: — O filthy traitor! 

Glo. Unmerciful lady as you aie, I ’m none. 

Co77i. To this chair bind him : — Villain, thou shalt 
find — [Reuan plucks his beard. 
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Oh, By the kind gods, 'tis most ignobly done 
To pluck me by the beard. 

Beg. So white, and such a traitor ! 

Glo, Naughty lady, 

These hairs, which tliou dost ravish from my chin, 

Will quicken, and accuse ihee: I am your host ; 

Willi rolihers’ liand<i, my hospitable ftivours 
You should not niHle thus. What will yon do? 

Corn. Come, sir, what letters had you late from 
France ? 

Beg. Be simple-answer’d, for we know the truth. 
Com. And what confederacy have you with the 
traitors 

Late footed in the kingdom? 

Beg. To whose hands have you sent the lunatic king ? 
Speak. 

Glo. I have a letter guessiiigly set down, 

Wliich came fiom one that’s of a neutral heart, 

And not from one opiKis'd. 

Corn. Cunning. 

Beg. And false. 

Corn. Where liast thou sent the king ? 

Glo. To Dover. 

Beg. Wherefore to Dover? Wast tliou not cliarg’dat 
peril — 

Corn. Wherefore to Dover ? Let him answer that. 
Glo. I am tied to the stake, and I must stand the 
course. 

Beg. Wheiefore to Dover? 

Glo. Because I would not sec thy cruel nails 
Pluck out his poor old eyes ; nor thy fierce sister 
In his anointed flesh stick b^arisli fangs. 

The sea, with such a storm as his bare head 
In hell 'black night endur'd, would have buoy’d up, 
And (meueb’d the stelled fires : yet, poor old hear^ 

He hoip the heavens to rain. 

If wolves liad at thy gate howl'd that stem time, 
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Thou shouldst have said, “ Gcwd porter, turn the key 
All cruels else subscrib’d ; — But 1 shall see 
The winged vengeance overtake such children. 

Com. See ’t, dial t thou never: — Fellows, hold tlie 
chair : — 

Uixm thesH eyes of thine 1*11 set niy foot. 

Glo. He thill will think tt» live till he be old 
Give ino some help : O eniel ! () ye gods! 

lieff. One side will mock another; the other too. 
Corn. If yon see vengeance, — 

^(Tr. Hold your hand, my lord ; 

I ha\e serv’d yon ever since 1 was a child ; 

But better service have I iie\cr done you 
Than now to bid yon hold. 

How now, you dog ? 

Serv. If yon did wear a beard upon your chin, 

1 ’d shake it on this quaiiel : What do yon mean ? 
Corn, My villain: [7M//C5 and runs at him. 

Sen\ Nay, then come on, and take the chance of 
anger. 

[ I hairs. They fyht (^ornw am. is wounded. 
Reg. Give me thy svvoid.— -[7b w/ioMer Servant.] A 
])easunt stand up thus! 

[S'nw^c/ics a sword, comes behind, and stabs him, 
Serv. O, 1 am slam ! — My lord, you have one eye 
left 

To see some mischief on him : — O I [D/es. 

Com. Lest it see moie, pievcnt it : — Out, vile jelly ! 
Where is thy lustre now t 

Glo. All daik and comfortless. — "Where's my son 
Edmund 'i 

Edmund, enkindle all the sparks of nature. 

To quit this horrid act. 

Reg. Out, treacherous villain I 

Thou call's! on him that hates thee : it was he 
That made the overture of thy treasons to us ; 

Wiro is too good to pity thee. 
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GIo. 0 my follies ! 

Then Etlgar was abus’d.— 

Kind gods, forgive me that, and prosper i;im ! 

Go, thrust him out at gates, and lei him smell 
His way to Dover. — How ’st, my lord How look you ? 

Com, I have receiv’d a hurt : — Follow me, lady.— 
Turn outtliat eyeless villain throw this slave 
U|)on tlie dunghill.— Regan, 1 bleed apace : 

Untimely comes this hurt : Give me your arm. 

[Exit CouNW'ALL, led by Reuan Servants unhmd 
Gi.oster, and lead him out 

1 Sery. I’ll never care what wickedness I do, 

If tills man come to good. 

2 Sen), If she live long. 

And, in tlie end, meet the old course of death, 

Women will all turn monsters. 

1 Sm'v. Let 's follow the old earl, nnd get the Bedlam 
To lead him where he would ; his roguish madness 
Allows itself to anything. 

2 Serv. Go thou ; I’ll fetch some flax, and whites of 

To apply to iiis bleeding face. Now, heaven help 
him! [Exeunt severally. 
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ACT IV. 

SC'ENE I . — An open country. 

Enter Edgar. 

Edg. Yet hpttor thus, and known to tip (ontemn'd, 
Tiifin still conMMnn’d and tlattpi'd To he worst, 

Tlio loupst and most dpjprtt*il thing of foitune, 

Stands still in psperanie, lives not in feai : 

The laineritaide change is from the host ; 

Tlie worst returns to laughter. Welcome, then, 

Thou unsulistantial air that 1 embrace * 

The wietch that tliou hast blown unto the worst 
Owes notliing to thj blasts. — But who comes here ? 

Enter Gi.ostiir, led hy an Ohl Man. 

My father, ])ooily led? Woild, world, () world! 

But that tlij strange mutations make us hate thee, 

Life would not yield to ,ige. 

Old Man. O my good lord, I have been your tenant, 
and your father's tenant, these fourscore veais. 

Glo. Away, get thee away ; giHxi triend, be gone ; 
Thy comforts can do me no gixid at all, 

Thee they may hurt. 

Old Man. You cannot see your way. 

Gfo. I have no way, and thercfoie want no eyes; 

1 stumbled when I saw : Full ott 't is seen 
Oiu means secure us ; * and our mere defects 
Piove our commodities. O, dear sou Edgar, 

The food of thy abused father's wrath ! 

0«r meant tecure «s. We believe th it means is here used 
onl> in the coniinpn sense ol resources, poi^eis, capncines. The 
meaiib, such as He possess, are our seriirities. and further, our 
mere defects prove advantages. 

VOL VIII. JE 
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Might 1 but live to Bee thee in my touch, 

1 *d say, 1 liad eyes again ! 

Old Man, How now ? Who ’s there? 

Edp. \A8ide.~\ 0 goils ! who is t can say, 1 am at 
the worst?” 

I am worse than e'er I was. 

Old Man. ’T is poor mad T(»m. 

Edg. \_Aside.'] And worse I may be yet : The worst 
is not 

So long as we can say, “ Tliis is the worst.” 

Old Man. Fellow, where goes!? 

Glo. Is it a beggar-man ? 

Old Man. Madman and l)eggar too. 

Glo, He has some reason, else he could not beg. 

1' the last nigiit's storm I such a fellow saw, 

Which made me think a man a worm ; niy son 
Came then into my mind : and yet my mind 
Was then scarce friends with him : 1 have heard more 
since : 

As flies to wanton boys aie we to the gods ; 

They kill us for their sport. 

Edg. How should this be? 

Bad is the trade that must play fool to sorrow, 

Ang'rixig itself and others. [Aside.] — Bless thee, 

mastei ! 

Glo. Is tliat the naked fellow ? 

Old Man. Ay, my lord. 

Glo. Get thee away : If, for my sake, 

Thou wilt o'ertake us, hence a mile or twain, 

1’ the way toward Dover, do it for ancient love j 
And bring some covering for this naked soul. 

Which 1 ’ll entreat to lead me. 

Old Man. Alack, sir, he ’s mad. 

Glo. ’T is the times’ plague, when madmen lead the 
blind. 

Do as J bid thee, or rather do tliy pleasure ; 

Above the rest, be gone. 



Som 1.^ 


KINO LGiiR. 


srr 

Old Man. I *11 bring him the best *parel that liiave^ 
Come on *t what will. [Exit, 

Oto. Sirrah, naked fellow. 

Edg. Poor Tom ’s a-cold. — I cannot daub it further. 

[Aside. 

Gh. Come hither, fellow. 

Edg. [/fsrrfc.] And yet I must. — Bless thy sweet 
eyes, tney bleed. 

GU). Know’st thou the way to Dover ? 

Edg. Both stile and gate, horse-way and footpath. 
Poor Tom hath been scar^ out of hia good wits : Bless 
tliee, good man's son, from the foul fiend ! Five fiends 
have been in poor Tom at once; of lust, as Obidictd; 
Hohhididence^ prince of dumbness ; Mahu^ of stealing ; 
ModOf of murder; Flibbertigibhetf of mopping and 
mowing ; who since possesses chamber-maids and wait- 
ing-women. So, bless thee, master ! 

Glo. Here, take tliis purse, you whom the heaven's 
plagtHB 

Have humhled'to all strokes : that I am wretchetl, 
Makes thee the Imppier : — Heavens, deal so still ! 

Let the superfluous and lust-dieted man. 

That slaves your ordinance, that will not see 
Because he does not feel, feel your power quickly ; 

So distribution should undo excess. 

And each man have enough. — Dost thou know Dover ? 
Edg. Ay, master. 

Glo. There is a cliff, whose high and bending head 
Looks fearfully in the confined deep ; 

Bring me but to the very brim of it. 

And 1 ’ll repair the misery thou dost bear 
With something rich about me : from that place 
I shall no leading need. 

Edg. Give me thy arm. 

Poor Tom shall lead thee. 
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SCENE II. — Before the Duke of Albany’s Palme* 

Enter Gonekil and Edmund ; Steward meeting them* 

Gon. Welcome, my lord : I marvel, our mild hus- 
band 

Not met US on the way : — Now, where ’s your master? 

Hteu\ Madam, within; but never man so chang’d : 

I told him of the army that was landed ; 

He smil’d at it : I told him, you were coming ; 

His answer was, “ The worse of Gloster’s treachery. 
And of the loyal service of his son, 

When I inform’d him, then he call’d me sot ; 

And told me, I had turn’d the wrong side out : — 

What most he should dislike seems pleasant to him ; 
What like, olfensive. 

Gon. Then shall you go no further. [To Edmund. 
It is the cowish terror of his spirit, 

Tiiat dares not undertake : lie ’ll not feel wrongs, 
Which tie him to an answer: Our wislies, on the way, 
May piove etl'ects. Back, Edmund, to my brother ; 
Hasten his musters, and conduct his powers : 

I must change names at home, and give the distaff 
Into my husband's hands. This trusty servant 
Shall puss between us : ere long you are like to hear, 

If you dare venture in your own behalf, 

A mistress’s command. Wear tliis ; 8{)are speech ; 

[Givifig a favour. 

Decline your head ; this kiss, if it durst speak, 

Would stretch tliy spirits up into the air ; — 

Conceive, and fare thee well. 

Edm. Yours in the ranks of death. 

Gon. My most dear Gloster ! \^Exit Edmund. 

O, the difl'erenre of man and man ! 

To thee a woman’s services are due ; 

My fool usuriM my l)ody. 
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Enter Albany. 

Gon, I have been worth the whistle. 

Alb, O Goneril ! 

You are not worth the dust which the rude wind 
Blows in your face. — I fear your dis])08ition : 

Tliat nature, which contemns its origin, 

Cannot be border’d certain in itself ; 

She that herself will sliver and disbranch 
From her material sap, perforce must wither, 

And come to deadly use. 

Gon. No more; the text is fool isli. 

Alb. Wisdom and goodness to the vile seem vile : 
Filths savour but themselves. What have you done? 
Tigers, not daughters, what have you perform’d ? 

A father, and a gracious aged man, 

Whose reverence even the head-lugg'd bear would 
lick, 

Most barbarous, most degenerate ! liave you madded. 
Could my g(M>d brotlier sufl’er you to ilo it ? 

A man, a prince, by him so benefited ? 

If that the heavens do not their visdile spirits 
Send quickly down to tame these vile offences, 

’T will come ; 

Humanity must perforce prey on itself, 

Like monsters of the deep. 

Gon. Milk-liver’d man ! 

I’hat liear’st a cheek for blows, a head for wrongs ; 

Who hast not in thy brows an eye discerning 
Thine honour from thy suffering ; that not know’st, 
Fools do those villains pity, who are punish’d 
Ere they have done their mischief. Where ’s thy drum I 
France spreads his banners in our noiseless land : 

With plumed helm thy slayer liegins threats: 

Whilst thou, a moral fool, sitt'st still, and cry’st 
“Alack! why does he so?” 

Alb, See thyself, devil ! 
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Proper deformity seems not in the fiend 
So horrid as in woman. 

Gon. O vain fool ! 

Alh. Thou changed and self-cover’d tilling, forsliame, 
Be-monster not thy feature. Were it my fitness 
To let these hands obey my blood, 

They are ajjt enough to dislocate and tear 
Tliy flesh and bones : — Howe'er thou art a fiend, 

A woman's shape doth shield thee. 

Gon. Marry, your manhood now ! — 

Enter a Messenger. 

Alh. Wliat news ? 

Mess. 0, my good lord, the duke of Cornwall 's dead : 
Slain by his servant, going to put out 
Tire other eye of Gloster. 

Alh. Gloster's eyes ! 

Mess. A servant that he bred, thrill’d with remorse, 
Oppos'd against the act, bending his sword 
To his great master ; who, tliereat enrag'd. 

Flew on him, and amongst them fell'd him dead : 

But not without that harmful stroke which since 
Hath pluck'd him after. 

Alb. This shows you are above. 

You justicers, that these our nether crimes 
So speedily con venge ! — but, O, poor Gloster! 

Lost he lib other eye ? 

Mess. Both, both, my lord. — 

This letter, madam, craves a spe^y answer ; 

'T is from your sister. 

Gm. \^Aside.~\ One way I like this well; 

But being widow, and my Gloster with her, 

May all the building in my fancy pluck 
Upon my liateful life; Another way, 

The news is not so tart. — 1 'll read, and answer. [Ex. 
Alb. Where was his son, when they did take his eyes? 
M^ss. Come with my lady hither. 
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Alb, He is not hereu 

Mess. No, my good lord ; I met him back again. 
Alb. Knows he die wick<^nesst 
Mess. Ay, my good lord : ’t was he inform'd against 
him ; 

And quit the house on purpose, that their punishment 
Might have the freer course. 

Alb. Gloster, 1 live 

To thank thee An* tlie love thou showMst the king, 

And to revenge thine eyes. — Come hither, friend ; 

Tell me what more tliou kriow'st. [^ExemU. 

SCENE III . — The French Camp, near Dover. 
Enie)' Krnt and a Gentleman. 

JiTent. Why the king of France is so suddenly gone 
back know you the reason ? 

Gent, Something he left impeifect in the state, which 
since his coming forth is tlaiught of ; whi(‘h imjKWts to 
tlie kingdom somucli fear and danger, that his personal 
return was most requited, and necessary. 

Kent. Who hath he left behind him general I 
Gent. The Maresclial of Fiance, Monsieur Le Far. 
Ketit. Did your letters pierce the queen to any de- 
monstration of grief? 

Omt. Ay, sir, she took them, read Uiem in my pre- 
sence; 

And DOW and then an ample tear trill'd down 
Her delicate cheek ; it seem'd she was a queen 
Over her })assion ; who, most rebel-like, 

Sought to lie king o'er her. 

Kent. O, then it mov’d her. 

Getit. Not to a rage ; patience and sorrow strove 
Who should express her goodliest. You have seen 
Sunshine and rain at once : her smiles and tears 
Were like a better day : Tliose happy smilets, 

That play'd on her ripe lip, seem'd not to know 
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What giiests weie in her eyes; which parted dience; 

Aj 9 pearls from diamonds dropp'd. — Ii* brief, sorrow 
Would ll)e a rarity ihost belov’d, if all 
Could so. become it. 

Kent. Made she no verbal question ? 

Gent. ’P'aitli, once, or twice, she heav'd the name of 
“ father ” 

Pantingly fortli, as if it press'd her heait ; 

Cried, “ Sisters ; sisters ! — shame of ladies ! sisters ! 
Kent ! futlier ! sisters! Wluit? i’ tlie storm ? i’ the night 9 
Let j)ity not be believ’d!” — ^There slie sliook 
The holy water from her heavenly eyes, 

And clamour moisten'd : — then away she started 
To deal with grief alone. 

Keiit. It is the stars, 

The stars above us, govern our conditions ; 

Else one self mate and mate could not beget 
Such ditferent issues. You spoke not with her since ? 
Gent. No. 

Kent. Was this before the king return'd 9 
Gent. No, since. 

KetU. Well, sir : The poor distress’d Lear is i’ the 
town : 

Who sometimes, in his better tune, lemembers 
Wliat we are come about, and by no means 
Will yield to see his daughter. 

Gent Why, good sir ? 

Keiit. A sovereign shame so elbows him ; his own 
unkindness. 

That stripp'd her from his b^ediction, turn’d her 
To foreign casualties, gave her dear rights 
To his dog-hearted daughters, — these things sting 
His mind so venomously, that burning shame 
Detains him from Cordelia. 

Gent. Alack, poor gentleman I 

Keifit Of Albany’s and Cornwall’s powers you heard 
not? 
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Gent* *T is BO } they are afoot 
Kent. Well, sir, 1 bring you to our master, Lear, 
And leave you to attend liim : sodhe dear cause *• 

Will in concealment wrap me uj) awhile ; 

When 1 am known aright, you sliall not grieve 
Lending me this acquaintance. 1 pray you, go 
Along with me. [^Exeunt* 

SCENK IV.— TAe same* A Tent 
Enter Coudelia, Pliysician, and Soldiers. 

Cm'. Alack, ’t is he; why he was met even now 
As mad as the vex'd sea : singing aloud ; 

Crown’d with rank fiimiter, and furrow weeds. 

With liarlocks, hemlock, nettles, cuckoo-flowers. 
Darnel, and all the idle weeds that grow 
In our sustaining com. — A century send forth ; 

Searcli every acre lu the high-grown field, 

And bring him to our eye. What can man's wisdom 

[lixit an Officer. 

In the restoring his bereaved sense ■? 

He that hel])S him, take all iny outward wortli. 

Phij. There is means, madam : 

Our foster-nurse of nature is rqiose, 

The which he lacks ; that to provoke in him. 

Are many simples operative, whose power 
Will close the e^e of anguish. 

Cor. All bless 'd secrets, 

All you unpublish’d virtues of the earth, 

Spring with my tears ! be aidant, and remediate, 

In the good man's distress ! — Seek, seek for him ; 

Lest his un^overn’d rage dissolve the life 
That wants the means to lead it. 

Enter a Messenger. 

Meie* News, madam : 

The British powers are marching hitherwaid. 

^ Dear caiue^importaat business. 
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Cor. *T is known l)eror(‘ ; onr preijaration stands 
In expectatim of them. — O dear fatoer. 

It is thy business that I go about ; 

Tliprefore great France 

My mourning, and important tears, hath pitied. 

No blown ambition doth our arms incite, 

But love, dear love, and our ag’d father’s right : 

Soon may 1 hear and see him ! [Exeunt, 

SCENE V . — A Room in 61oster*s Cattle. 

Enter Reqan and Steward. 

Reg, But are my brother’s powers set forth? 

^tevo. Ay, madam. 

Reg. Himself 

In jiersou there? 

StevD. Madam, with much ado: 

Your sister is tlie better soldier. 

Reg, Lord Edmund sjiake not with your lord at home? 
f>ieuD. No, madam. 

Reg. What might import my sister's letter to him ? 

1 know not, lady. 

Reg. 'Faith, he is posted hence on serious matter. 

It was great ignorance, Gloster's eyes being out. 

To let him live ; where be arrives he moves 
All hearts against us ; Edmund, 1 think, is gone. 

In pity of his misery, to des|)atch 
His nighted life; moreover, to descry 
The strength o’ the enemy. 

Eteva, I must needs after him, madam, with my 
letter. 

Reg. Our troops set forth to-morrow ; stay with us ; 
Tlie ways are dangerous. 

Etevo, I may not, madam ; 

My lady charg’d my duty iu this business. 

R^, Why should she write to Edmund? Might 
not you 
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Traiisport lier psirpoeei by words ¥ Belike^ 

Sumetaing — 1 kaow not what : — 11 love iliee much| 
Let me unseal the letter. 

Stew. Madam, I liad rather — 

Reg. 1 know your lady does not love her husband ; 

I am sure of that : and, at her late being here, 

She gave strange oeiliads, and most speaking looks 
To noble Edmund : 1 know you are of her bosom. 

Stew. I, madam ? 

Reg, 1 sTjeak in understanding ; you are, I know it : 
Therefore, 1 do advise you, take this note : 

My lord is dead; Edmund and I have talk'd; 

And more convenient is he for my hand, 

Than for your lady's : — You may gather more. 

If you do find him, pray you, give him this ; 

And when your mistress liears thus much from you, 

1 pray, desire her call her wisdom to her. 

So fare you well. 

If you do chance to hear of that blind traitor, 
Preferment falls on him that cuts him off. 

Stew. 'Would 1 could meet him, madam! I would 
show 

Wliat party 1 do follow. 

Reg. Fare thee well. [Exemt, 

SCENE VI. — The country near Dover. 

Enter Glostbr, and Edgar dressed like a peasant. 

Glo. When shall we come to the top of tliat same 
hill? 

Edg. You do climb up it now : look how wc labour. 
Gh. Methinks, tlie ground is even. 

Edg. Horrible steep : 

Hark, do you hear the sea ? 

Glo. No, truly. 

Edg. Why, then your other senses grow imperfect 
By your eyes’ anguish. 
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Glo, So may it be, indeed : 

Methinks <hy voice is alter'd ; and thoa speak'st 
In better phrase, and matter, than thou didst. 

Edg. You are much deceiv’d; in nodiing am I 
changM, 

But in my garments. 

Glo. Methinks, you are better spoken. 

Edg. Come on, sir ; here ’s the place ! — stand still.— 
IIow fearful 

And dizzy ’t is, to c;ist one's eyes so low ! 

The crows, and cljoughs, that wing tlie midway air, 
Show scarce so gross as beetles : Half way down 
Hangs one that gatliers samphire; dreadful trade! 
Methinks he seems no bigger than his head : 

Tlie dshennen, that walk u|>ori tlie beach, 

Appear like mice : and yon' tall anclioiing bark, 
Diminish’d to lier cock; “ her cock, a buoy 
Almost too small for sight : the murmuring surge, 

That on the uiinumber’tl idle jiebbles chafes. 

Cannot be heard so high : — I '11 look no more ; 

Lest my brain turn, and the deficient sight 
Topple down headlong. 

GVo. Set me where you stand. 

Edg. Give me your hand : you are now within a 
foot 

Of the extreme verge : for all beneath the moon 
Would I not leap upright. 

Glo. Let go my hand. 

Here, friend, is another purse; in it, a jewel 
Well worth a poor man's taking: Fairies, and gods, 
Projjier it with thee ! Go thou further oflF ; 

Bid me farewell, and let me hear thee going. 

Edg. Now fare you well, good sir. [*Secws to go. 
Glo. With all my heart. 

" The coek boat. The '* nnclioring bark " has a small boat 
towing, apd, as the bark was diminished to a cock, the cock 
was a buoy almost too small for sight." 
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Edg, Why I do trifle thus with his despair, 

Is done to cure it. 

Gh. O you mighty gods ! 

This world I do renounce ; and, in your sights, 

Shake i)atiently my great affliction ofF: 

If I could hear it longer, and not fall 
To quarrel witli your great op^iOBeless wills, 

My snulf, and loathed part of nature, should 
Bum itself out. If Edgar live, O, bless him ! — 

Now, fellow, fare thee well. 

FAg. Gone, sir.* Farewell. — 

[Glostbr Uapa^ and falls along. 
And yet I know not how conceit may rob 
The treasury of life, when life itself 
Yields to tlie theft : Had he been where he thought. 

By this had thought been {Mist. — Alive or dead ¥ 

Ho, you sir ! friend 1 — Hear you, sir V — speak ! 

Thus might he pass indeed : — Yet he revives ; 

What are you, sir? 

Gh. Away, and let me die. 

Edg. Hadst thou been aught but gossamer, feathers, 
uir, 

So many fatliom down {irecipitating, 

Thou hadst shiver’d like an egg : but thou dost breathe; 
Hast heavy substance ; bleed’st not ; H{)eak st ; art sound. 
Ten masts at each ^ make not the altitude 
WHiich thou hast perpendicularly fell ; 

Thy life s a miracle : Speak yet again. 

Glo. But have I fallen, or no ? 

*■ Omet sir. This is ordiuarily orinted, nirt as if Edgar 
asked Gloibter if he had gone; nvneieas Gloster has previously 
told him, go tlioii further off;" aud when Gloster again 
speaks to iuin, he fca>8, gtme, sir. 

Ten mints nt each may sntnify each placed at the end of the 
other. Some think, liuw ever, that there is a slight typogra- 
pliical error, and tliat we should read ten maeu at reach. We 
can find no example of a similar use of at each ; and yet the 
phrase conveys the meaning. 
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Edg. From the dread summit of this chalky bourn : ■ 
Look up a-heiglit ; — the shrill-gorg'd lark so far 
Cannot lie seen or heard : do but look up. 

Gh. Alack, I have no eyes. — 

Is wretchedness depriv’d that benefit, 

To end itself by death 1 ’T was yet some comfort, 
When misery could beguile the tyrant’s rage, 

And frustrate his proud will. 

Edg. Give me your arm : 

Up: — so; — How is ’t? Feel you your legs? You 
stand. 

Glo. Too well, too well. 

Edg. This is above all strangeness : 

Upon the crown o’ the cliflj what thing was that 
Which parted from yon ? 

Glo. A poor unfortunate beggar. 

Edg. As I stood here below, methought his eyes 
Were two full moons ; he had a thousand noses, 

Homs whelk’d, and wav’d like the enridged sea ; 

It was some fiend : Therefor^ thou happy father, 

Tliink that the clearest gods, who make them honours 
Of men’s impossibilities, have preserv’d thee. 

Glo. 1 do remember now : henceforth 1 ’ll bear 
Affliction, till it do cry out itself, 

Enough, enough, and die. Tliat thing you speak of, 

1 took it for a man *, often ’t would say, 

“ The fiend, the fiend he led me to that place. 

Edg. Bear fiee and patient tlioughts. — But who 
comes here ? 

Enter Lear, farUaaticaUy dressed up with flowers. 

The safer sense will ne’er accommodate 
His master Urns. 

* Bourn. In a previous passage, **Conie o'er the bourn. 

BeBsy, to me/' bourn signifies a riven The “ chalky bourn ” 
in the passage before us is the chalky boundary of England to* 
wards France. 
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Lear. No, thoy cannot touch me for coining ; • 

I am the king himaelf. 

Edg. 0 thou side-piercing sight! 

Lear. Nature 's above art iu tliat restiect. — There ’s 
your press-money. That Mlow handles his bow like a 
crow-keei)eT i'* draw me a clothier s yard.^ — Look, look, 
a mouse ! Peace, peace ; — this piece of toasted cheese 
will do ’t. — There ’s my gauntlet ; I ’ll prove it on a 
giant. — Bring up tlie brown bills.** — O, well-flown, 
bird ! — i’ tlie clout, i’ the clout : hewgli ! — Give the 
word. 

Edg. Sweet maijoram. 

Lear. Pass. 

Glo. I know that voice. 

Lear. Ha ! Goueril 1 — with a white beard ! — ^They 
flatter'd me like a dog ; and told me I had the white 
hairs in my beard, ere the black ones were there. To 
say ay, and no, to everything I said. — Ay and no too 
was no good divinity. When the rain came to wet me 
once, and the wind to make me chatter; when the 
thunder would not peace at my bidding ; there 1 found 
them, there I smelt them out Go to, they are not 
men o’ tlieir words : they told me 1 was everything ; 
’t is a lie ; I am not ague-proof. 

GU). Ttie trick of that voice 1 do well remember : 

Is ’t ilot the king ? 

Lear. Ay, every inch a king : 

^ For coining. If we follow tlie couise of Lear's thonghts we 
shall see that he fancies himself a king at the head of his army. 
It is his prerogative to coin money — " tiiey cannot toucli me for 
coining.” New levies are brought to him-"*' Tliere ’s your 
press-moiict/." 

b The aoiv-heeper was the rustic who kept crows from corn- 
one unpractised in the proper use of itie how. 

o Diaw me a clothier's yard — diaw like a famous English 
archer, — the archer of Chevy Chase • 

“ An arrow of a c/otA yard long 
Up to the head drew he.” 

d The brown bills for billmen, the infantry. 
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W hen I do stare, see, how the subject quakes. 

I iiardon that man's life : What Was thy cause ? — 
Adultery ? — 

Thou shall not die : Die for adultery ! No ; 

The wren goes to 't, and the small gilded fly 
Does lecher in my sight. 

Let copulation thrive, for Gloster’s bastard son 
Was kinder to his father, than my daughters 
Gt)t 'tween the lawful sheets. 

To 't, luxury, jiell-mell, for I lack soldiers. — 

Beliold yon’ simpering dame, 

Whose face between her forks presageth snow ; 

That minces virtue, and does shake the head 
To liear of pi asure’s name ; 

The fitchew, nor the soiled horse, goes to 't 
With a more riotous appetite. 

Down from tl e waist they arc centaurs, though women 
all almve : Init to tlie girdle do the gods inherit, beneath 
is all the fiends’ ; there ’s hell, then' ’s darkness, there is 
the sulphurous pit, burning, scalding, stench, cousump' 
tion; — Fye, fye, fye! pah; pah! Give me on ounce 
of civet ; good apothecary, sweeten my imagination : 
there ’s money for thee. 

Glo. O let me kiss that hand! 

Lear, Let me wipe it first; it smells of mortality. 
Glo. 0 ruin'd piece of nature ! This great world 
Shall 80 wear out to nought. — Dost thou know me ? 

Lear. I remember thine eyes well enough. Dost 
thou sqiiiny at me? No, do thy worst, blind Cupid; 
1 'll nut love.— Read thou this cliallenge; mark but 
the penning of it. 

Glo. Were all thy letters suns, I could not see. 

Edg. 1 would not take this from report ; — it is, 

And my heart breaks at it. 

Lear. Read. 

Glo. What, with the case of eyes ? 

Lkar. 0, ho, are you there witli me ? No eyes in 
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mmmutKrntfm ymr wim) « Your tyes 
m iU biftiv jpMW» ptUK in a ligiyt a Yet you eee 
UteAr^worl^toci*.^ 

^ leeeitMwly. 

Liar, Wfaati an aaadf A man mav see how this 
world goes, wi^ no ey«a Look with thine ears : see 
how ^on" jysdce mils upon yon’ simple thiefi ^JElark, 
m thine ear : Chan^ places; and, handy*dandy, which 
is the justice^ which is the thief? Thou hast seen a 
farmers dog hark at a beftEar f 
Gh. Ay^ sir. 

Lear* And the creature run from the cur? Thens 
thou mightst behold the great image of authority : a 
dog ’§ obeyed in office. — 

Thou rascal beadle, hold thy bloody liand : 

Why dost thou lash that whore? Strip thine own back ; 

Thou hotly lust’st to use her in that kind 

For which thou whipp st her. The usuxer hangs the 


cozener. 

Through tatter'd clothes small vices Ao a{ipear ; 

Bobes and furr’d gowns hide alL Plate sin with gold. 
And the strong lance of justice hurtless breaks ; 

Arm it in rags, a pigmy s straw doth pierce it. 

None dues oflend, none, 1 say, none ; 1 11 able 'em : 
Take that of me;, my friend, who have the power 
To seal the accuser's lips. Get tliee glass eyes ; 

And, like a sciurvy politician, seem 

To see the things thou dost not.— Now, now, now, now : 

Pull off my boots : — harder, harder ; so. 

O, matter and impertinency min'd ! 

Besson in madness! 

Lear. If thou wilt weep my fortunes, take my eyes, 

1 know thee well enough ; thy name is Gluster ; 

Thou must be patient ; we came crying hither. 

Thou know'st, the first time that we smell the air. 

We wawl, and cry : — 1 will preach to thee ; mark. 
Alack, alwsk the day! 

'?OL. Till. % A 
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Lear. When w€ an bom, we cry, that we am cone 
To tbie gnat etageof fooUf-^^Tl^a goodUockl--^ 
It were a delicate gtratagem, to ihoe 
A troop of hone with felt : 1 'll put it in proof ; 

And when I have stolen upon these sons-in-law, 

Then, kill, kill, kill, kUl, kill, kill.i’ 

Enter a Gentleman, with Attendants. 

Qetit. 0, here he is ; lay hand upon him.^^ir, 

Your most dear daughter — 

Lear. No rescue 1 What, a prisoner f 1 am even 
Tlie natural fool of fortune. — Use me well ; 

You shall have ransom. Let me have surgeons, 

1 am cut to the brains. 

Oent. You shall have anything. 

Lear, No seconds f all m]rself f 
Why, this would make a man, a mao of salt, 

To use his eyes for garden water-pots, 

Ay, and for laying autumn's dust. 

Oent. Good sir, — 

Lear. 1 will die bravely, like a smug bridegroom ; 

What I 

1 will be jovial ; come, come; I am a king, 

My masters, know you that! 

Oent. You are a royal one, and we obey you. 

Lear. Then there 's life in 't. Come, an you get 
you shall get it by running. Sa, sa, sa, ea. 

[Exitrunnina; AtteadantBjhllaw. 

Oent. A sight most pitiful in the meanest wretch ; 
Post speaking of in a king!— Thou hast a daaghter» 

* Tkit a gvodUockt Steeveni oonjectures that, when Leu 
says, * ** I will prearh to thee,” and begiaa his seiueu, ** When 
we are l>om, we cry,” he takee hie hat ia his hand, and, tuo- 
ina it loundt dIsUkee the fMuou or shape of it, which was ithen 
called the h^k. He then starts uff, hy association with the hat, 
to the delicate stratagem of Shoeing a troop of horse with fHL 

lEUl was the ancient word of unset in the Baglish aimy. 
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Who udwniiwiwm tho general come 
Whidi tiHBiBL hall brought hit to. 

Edg, Hail, geutlb itr. 

Gent Sir, ipeed you : What > your idSlf 

Bdg, Do you hev aught, eir, of a battle toward f 
Gent. Molt niie^ and t er cry one haaie that^ 
Which can diitinguiah aoun^ 

Edg, But, by your throar, 

How near '■ the other aimy I 

Gent, Near, and on ipmy foot; the main fUacry 
Stands on the hourly thought 

Edg. 1 thank you, nr ; that *s alL 

Gent Though that the queen on special cause is here^ 
Her army is mov'd on. 

Edg. 1 thank you, air. [JSan^ Gimt. 

GU). You ever gentle gods, take my bream from me ; 
Let not my worser spirit tempt me again 
To die before you please ! 

Edg. Well pray you, father. 

Glo. Now, good sir, what are you 1 
Edg, A most poor man, made tame to fortune's 
blows ; 

Who, by the art of known and feeling sorrows, 

Am pregnant to good pity. Give me your hurd, 

1 'll lead you to some biding. 

Gh, Hearty thanks: 

The bounty and the beniaon of heavm 
To boot, and boot ! 

Enter Steward. 

Stew. A proclaim'd prise ! Most happy t 

That ^eless bead of mine was fii^ fram'd flash 
To raise my fortunes. — ^Thou old unhapny traitor, 
Briefly thyself remember The sword » out 
That must destroy thee. 

Qio* Now let thy friendly hapd 

Pot sbangtli anoiq^ to it I Eouan OMaii. 

a A !l 
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WlwrdbN^ bBldMunt, 
Dir^it dioo luppoft a pablifh'd tmtaitl AmciB ; 

Leit that infection of hit fortune taJie 
Lika hold on thee. Let go hn arm. 
fdjr.'Ch'ill not let go, sir, without vurther 'canon. 
Steto, Let go, elave, or thou dieet 
Edff. Good gentleman, go your gait, and let poor 
volk pale. And ch'ud ha' been swagger'd out of my 
life, 't would not ha' been so long as 't is by a vortni^. 
Nay, come not near th' old man ; keep out, che vorye, 
or ise try whether your costard or my hallow*^ be the 
harder : Ch'ill be plain with you. 

Stew. Out, dunghill ! 

Edff. Ch'ill pick your teeth, zir : Gome ; no matter 7or 
your loins. [They Jiff htf and £no. knocks him down. 
Stew, Slave, thou hast slain me ; — Villain, take my 
purse; 

If ever thou wilt thrive, bury my body ; 

And give the letters, which thou flnd'st about me, 

To Edmund earl of Gloster ; seek him out 
Upon the English party : — O, untimely death. 

Edff. I know thee well : A serviceable villain ; 

As duteous to the vices of thy mistress, 

As badness would desire. 

Qlo. What, ItHbe dead f 

Edff. Sit you down, lather ; rest you. — 

Let 's see these pockets : the letM thitt he sneaks of, 
May he my friends.— He is dead y 1 am only sorry 
He had no other death's>man. — Let us see > 

Leave, gentle wax ; and, manners, blame us not : 

To know our enemies' minds, we 'd rip their hearts ; 
Their papers, is more lawful. 

'*Let oar reciprocal vows be r emembered. You 
have many opportanitiee to mt hint olT; if your will want net. 


Bailow. Oicsei in bb * Frovindal raoMSiy/ gives iaUme 
as a oorth^couatry word for poie* Bdgar b tpeaking tbeSooisr* 
asbhire dialect. 
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** Yottff (win, m I wMld rnkf) affeottonsto mvTmif 

^4hNisiiiM** 

O undistingaWd tpaee of waman^f vill 
A plot apoii her virtuoua huibond'a life ; 

And the exchange^ my brother I— Here^ in the aandi, 
Thee 1 11 rake up^ the poet unsanctified 
Of murtheroiu lecbera ; and, in the mature time^ 

With thia ungracioui paper itrike the eight 
Of the death*practii*d duke : For him *t ia well) 

That of thy death and buameaa 1 can tell. 

fJExit Edqar, dr^ging oui the body. 
Olo. The king la mad : How atiff ia my vile aenae, 
That 1 stand up, and have ingenious feeling 
Of my huge aonowa ! Better I were distract ; 

So should my thoughts be sever’d from my grieft ; 

And woes, by wrong imamnationa lose 
The knowledge of uiemaelvea. 

Re-enter Edgar. 

Edg. Give me your hand : 

Far off, methinka, I hear the beaten drum. 

Come, hither, 1 ’ll bestow you with a friend. [Exewtt, 

SCENE VII. — A Tent in the Fiench Camp. Lnm 
on a Bed, aeleep ; Physician, GoDtlemen, and gthere, 
attending. 

Enter Cordiu.ia and Kbrt. 

Car. O thou good Kent, how shall 1 live and WQKh| 
Tomatoh thy goodnemf My life will be loo diort, 
And every measure Isil me. 

Kent To be acknowledg’d, madam, is o’erpaid. 

All my lepoits gO with the modest troth ; 

Nor more^ nor dpp*d, but so. 
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Oof * Be iMtAer Mutid :» 

Then iTMdf ave tnwBoiiei of then mxnr hOon; 

I priffan put them off. 

KmL Pflidon, dear madam : 

Tet to known sborteni my made intent : 

My boon 1 make it tliat you know me not, 

Till time and I think meet 

Cor. Then be it io, my good lord. Hjow does the 
King 1 [To th$ Phyiician. 

Phy9» Madam, slsepi still. 

Cor. O you kind gods, 

Cure this great breach in hit abused nature ! 

The untun'd and jairing senses, 0, wind up, 

Of this child-Hihanged father ! 

PA^s. So please your majesty, 

That we may wake the kingf he hath slept long. 

Cor. Be gorem'd by your knowledge^ and procaed 
I' the sway ^ your own will* Is he amy'd f 
' Conf. Ay, madam ; m the haavinesa ^ sleef^ 

We nut fresh garments on hhn. 

Pny9, Be by, good madam, when we do awake 
him; 

1 doubt not of his temperance. 

Cor, Very wall. 

PAy«. Please you, draw near.^ljDuder the mu$io 
there. 

Cor. 0 my dear father! Restoration hang 
Thy medicine on my lips; and 1st this kiss 
Rp^ir those violent hanns, diat my two sisters 
Have in thy reverence made ! 

JQmf. Kind and dear princess ! 

Cor. Had you not been ffieir father, these white flakes 
Had ehaUeng'd pity of them. Was this a face 
To be oppos'd a^inat the jarring winds I 
To stand against the deep dread-bolted thunder; 

Iq the mcNt tenihls and nimble stroke 
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Of quick) cnm-Uahtniiigt to watch (poor poidui) 

With thif Ui heimf Mioe «aten|r*t dog^ 

Tbo^h holiad bit mo, should have stood that alght 
Against mf fin. And wast thou &in^ poor ikher. 

To hovel thee with swine, and rogues forlorn, 

In short and musty straw f Alack, alack I 
*T is wonder, that thy life and wits at once 
Had not oonoludod alL — He wakes ; s{)eak to him. 
Phys. Madam, do you ; H is fittest. 

Cor. How does my royal lordf How fares your 
majesty f 

Lear. You do me wrong, to take me out o' the 
grave 

Thou art a soul in bliss ; but I am bound 
Upon a wheel of fire, that mine own tears 
On scald like molten lead. 

CSor. Sir, do you know me f 

Lear, You are a spirit, 1 know : When did you dief 
Cor. Still, still, far wide! ^ 

Phyt, He 's scarce awake ; let him alone awhile. 
Lear, Where have 1 beent Where am H^Fair 
dav*lightf — 

I am mightily abus'd. — should e'en die with pity, 

To see another duia — ^1 know not what to say.-— 

I will not swear these are my hands *let *s see ; 

I feel this pin jwick. 'Would 1 were assur'd 
Of my condition. 

Cor. 0, look upon me, sir, 

And hold your hand in benediction o'er me : — 

No, sir, you must not kneel 
Lear, Piay» do not mock me i 

I am a very foolish fond old man, 

Fourscore and upward ; not ms bw mom nor less : ^ 

* That most Shaksperiaa loudi of nature— 

** yocxieote and upward; not an hoar mors hor lets'*— 
has been mutilated by the modem editors, ttalone says. ***nie 
folio sbsurdly adds, *B 0 t aa hour suHe nor lees/ c.e., aot aahoar 
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And, to deal plainly, 

1 fear 1 am not in my perfect mind. 

Methinkg 1 ihould know you, and know thii man ; 

Yet 1 am doubtful : for I am mainly ifpkorttnt 
What place this is : and all the skill 1 have 
Remeinl)ers not ttiese garments ; nor I know not 
Where I did lodge lost night : Do not laugh at me ; 
For, as I am a man, 1 think this lady 
To be my child Cordelia. 

Cor. And so I am, I am. 

Lear. Be your tears wet f Yes, 'faith. 1 pray, weep 
not: 

If you have poison for me I will drink it. 

I Imow you do not love me ; for your sisteto 
Have, as 1 do remember, done me wrong : 

You have some cause, they have not. 

Cor. No cause, no cause. 

Lear. Am I in Fraimef 

Kent In your own kingdom, sir. 

Lear. Do not abuse me. 

Phye. Be comforted, good madam : the great rage^ 
You see, is kill'd in him : and yet it is danger 
To make him even o'er the time he has lost. 

Desire him to go in ; trouble him no more. 

Till further settling. 

Cor. Will 't please your highness wdlkf 
Lear. You must bear with me: 

Pny you now, forget and forgive : 1 am old and foolish. 

Lear, Cor., Phys., and Atlendl. 
Gent. Holds it true, sir. 

That the duke of Cornwall was so slaint 

more nor less than an indeterminate number. Ibr sueh is four* 
More and upwardn." Why, who is speaking ? One who speaks 
logically and collectedly? Mol one who immediately aftM 
■ays, '*1 fear 1 am not in my perfect mind.” It was the half- 
cons^osness of the ** foolish, Ibod old man ” which Shakspere 
meant to mtpress by the mixture of a determinate and an Inde* 
termiiMte IAm. 
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Xtnt Moitetrtiii^iir* 

6$nk Whoii<mluotorofhi9p60[d^ 

Kink ^ Ai^tiiiaidl^ 

Ifie baitaid no of Oloitor. 

Owt. Tim lay, Edgar, 

Hii bauMh^d ion, ii with the Earl of Kent 
InGemuuiy. 

Kent* Rerart ii chaogeible. 

'T ii time to look about ; the powen o' the kingdom 
Approach apace. 

Omi* The arbitrement ii like to be bloody. 

Fare you well, lir. 

KeiU, My pint and period will be thioagh}y wxo^t. 
Or well, or iU, ai thii day'i battle 'i fottfUt [mk 
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ACT V. 

SCENE I.— 7%0 Camp of the Britiih ForeeSf near 
Dover. 

EfUeTy foith drume and eolonre, Edmund, Reqam, 
Officen, Soldiers, and othere, 

Edm. Know of the duke if his last purpose hold : 

Or wbedier, since, he is advised by aujpt 
To change the course : He 's full of alteration, 

And felf-repiovmg :-^rmg his constant pleasure. 

^To an OAcer, who goet outk 

Reg. Our sister's man is certainly miscarried. 

Edm. 'T is to be doubted, madam. 

Reg» Now, sweet lord, 

You know the goodness I intend upon you : 

Tell me,—- but truly, — but then speak the truth, 

Do you not love my sister? 

In honour'd love. 

Reg. But have you never found my brother's way 
To the forefended place f 

Edm. That thought abuses you. 

Rea. I am doubtful that you have been conjunct 
And CKNom'd with her, as far as we call hers. 

Edm. Noy by mine honour, madam. 

Reg. I never shall endure her : Dear my lord, 

Be not familiar with her. 

Edm, Fear me not: — 

She, and the duke her husband,— 

Enter Albany, Oonbbil, and Soldiem 

Om. 1 had rather lose the battle than that sister 
Should loosen him and me. [Aside 

^ Alb. Our very loving sister, well be met— 

Sir, this 1 heard,— The sing is come to his daughter, 
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Wiili otben, whom the rigour of our itete 

Forced to cry out. Where 1 could not be houcft, 

1 never yet wu valiant : for thii businen, 

It touolm uf a« France invades our land, 

Not bolds the king ; with othen^ whom, 1 feer, 

Most just and heavy causes malm oppose. 

Eem, Sir, you speak ndbly. 

Why is this teason'd f 

Gon. Combine together '^nst the enemy : 

For these domeetic and particular broils 
Are not the question here. 

Alb. Let 's then determine with the ancient of war 
On our proceeding. 

Edm, I shall attend you ptesendy at your tent. 

Reg. Sister, you 11 gO with us t 

Gow. No. 

Reg. 'T is most convenient ; pray you go with us. 

Gon. O, ho, I know the riddle : [Astife.] I will go. 

As they are going out, enter Edoar, eUtguind* 

Edg. If e'er your grace had speech with man lO poor, 
Hear me one word. 

Alb. I 'll overtake you.— Speak. 

[Exeunt Edmund, Reoan, GoNamt., Offioei% 
Soldiers, and Attmdants. 

Edg. Before you fight the battle^ ope this letter. 

If you have victory, let the trumpet sound 
For him that brought it : wretched though I seem, 

I can produce a champioi^ that will prove 
What IS avouched then : if you miscarry, 

Your business of the world hath so an end, 

And machination ceases. Fortune love you ! 

Afo. Stay till 1 have read the letter. 

Edg. IwasforlHdil. 

When time shall serve, let but the hemld cry, 

And 1 'll appear Again. [RMt. 

Alh. Why, fore thee well; 1 will o'erlpdk thy pi^ 
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IU-€nier Eomdmo. 

Edm, The enemy *8 in viewi draw up your powen. 
Here is the gucH of their true strength and forces 
By diligent discovery :~but your haite 
I § DOW urg'd on you. 

4^* We will greet the time. [Exit, 

Edm. To both these sisters have I sworn my love ; 
Each jealous of the other, as the stung 
Are of the adder. Which of them shall I take t 
Both f onet or neither? Neither can be enjoy'd, 

If both remain alive : To take the widow, 

Exasperates, makes mad her sister Goneril ; 

And Wdly shall 1 carry out my side 
Her husband being alive. Now then, we 'll use 
His counter^ce for the battle ; which being done 
Let her who would be rid of him devise 
His speedy taking off. As for the mercy 
Which he intends to Lear and to Cordelia, 

The battle done, and they within our power. 

Shall never see his wdon : for my state 

Stands on me to defend, not to debate. [Exit 

SCENE II. — A Field between the two Campe. 

Alarum within. Enter ^ with drum and coloure^ Lear, 
CoRDSLiA, and iheir Forcet ; and exeunt 

Enter Edgar and Globtxr. 

Edg. Here, father, take the shadow of this tree 
For your good host; pny that the right may thrive: 

If ever I return to you again, 

1 'll bring you comfort 

Glo. Grace go with you, sir ! [Est^.Eno. 

Alarums ; afterwarde a retreat. Re-enter Edgar. 
Edg. Away, old man, give me thy hand, away ; 
King Lear hath lost, he and his daughter ta'en x 
Give me thy hand, come aa. 
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Olo, No further, iir j a man may rot even hero. 

Big, What» in ill thought! again Y Men muitendnro 
Their going h^ce, even aa their coming hither : 
Bipentai it all : Come on. 

Qlo* And that *i true too. [JSxeunf. 

SCENE lII.-^7Ae Britiah Ccun^ neat Dover. 

Enter t in wngyest^ with drum and eolourtf Ediiund ; 
Lear and Gobdrua, os prisoners ; Officeia, Sol- 
dieia, ^c. 

Edm. Some of&cera take them away : good guard $ 
Until their greater pleaaureg firit be known 
That are to ceniure them. 

Cor. We are not the fliat, 

Who, with best meaning, have incurr'd thrwoist. 

For thee, oppressed king, I am cast down ; 

Myself could else out-^wn false fortune's frown.*— 
Shall we not see these daughters and these siitersY 
Lear. No, no, no, no ! &>me, let ^a away to prison *, 
We two alone will sing like bir^ i* the cage : 

When thou dost ask me biasing, 1 'll kned down, 

And ask of thee forgiveness : So we '11 live, 

And pray, and sing, and tell old tales, and laugh 
At mlded buttcrfliei^ and hear poor rogues 
Talk of court news ; and we 'll talk With them too,*- 
Who loses, and who wins: who 's ii^ who 's out. 

And take upon us the mystery of things, 

As if we were God’s spies : and we 'll wear out. 

In a wall'd prison, packs and sects of great oues^ 

That d>b and flow by the moon. 

Edm. Take them away. 

Lear. Upon such aacriflcee, my Cordelia, 

The gods themselves throw incense. Have 1 CitlglH 
thee! 

He that parts us shall bring a brand ftoro heaven 
And filo us hence, like foies. Wipe thine eyeij 
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The good veen diell devour thei% fleib end 
Ere ihall make ue weq> $ we *11 fee them etarve 
fint. 

Gome. [Eareimt Lsar and Cordelia, 

Edm. Come hither, captain; hark. 

Take thou this note ; [giving apaper\ go, follow them 
to prison; 

One step 1 have advanc'd thee : if thou dost 
As this instructs thee, thou dost make thy way 
To noble fortunes : Know thou this, — that men 
Are as the time is : to be tender-minded 
Does not become a swotd ^Thy great employment 
Will not bear question either say, thou it do 't, 

Or thrive by other means. 

Off. 1 11 ao't, my lord. 

Edm. About it ; and write happy, when thou hast 
done. 

Mark,— 1 say, instantly ; and carry it m 
As I have set it down. 

Off, 1 cannot draw a cart, nor eat dried eats ; 

If it be mao's woric I will do it. [Exit OiBefr. 

Flourish, Enter Albany, Goneril, Rboan, Officers, 
and Attendants, 

Alb, Sir, you have shown to^ay yova valiant itnus, 
And fortmM'led you well : You have the captives 
Who were the opposites of this day's strife : 

1 do require them of you, so to wss them. 

As we sliaU find tlieir merits and eur sa^y 
May equally detemrine. 

Edm, Sir, I thought it fit 

To send the old and. miserable king 
To some retention and appmnted gu^ ; 

Whose age haa cbanns in it, whose title aacre, 

To pluck the common bosom on his side, 

Ana turn our imprees'd lances in oiur eyes 
Which do apmmm them. Whhliim I tent die (ipdmi 
• F#//— skm.^ 
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Uy nmamaXHkmrnmt^ maiiL aMjMMdjr 
To-morrow, or at fii«<2ier space,, to appear 
Where you shall hold your session. At this time 
We sweat and bleed : the triend bath lost his friend ; 
And the best quarrels, in the heat, are ouis'd 
By those that feel tiheir sharpnesa > 

The question of Cordelia and her father 
Requires a fitter place. 

Alb, Sir* by your patience^ 

I hold you but a subject of this war. 

Not as a brother. 

Re^. That ’s as we list to gmce him. 

Metliinks our pleasure might have bem demanded, 

Ere you had spoke so far. He led our powen ; 

Bore the commission of my place and person ; 

The which immediacy may well stand up, 

And call itself your brother. 

Oon. Not so hot : 

In his own giaoe be doth eialt himself. 

More than in your addition. 

R«gi, In my rights^ 

By me invested, be compeers the best. 

Oon. That were the most if he should husband yoa. 
Reg, Jesters do oft prove prophets. 

Oon. Bella, holla ! 

That eye that told you so look'd but asquint 
Reg. Lady, 1 am not well ; else 1 should answer 
From a full-flowing stoinaGh.-ii-Geneial, 

Take thou my soldiers, prisooenn patrii^iiy ; 

Dispose of them, of me ; the walls axe thine : 

Witness the wodd. that 1 create thee here 
My lord and master. 

Oon. Mesa yon to enjoy him t 

AJb. The ki-altne lias not in your good-will. 

Edm. Nor in thine, lord. 

Alb. HalMiloodedfriUoii^yMl. 

Jkg. Let the drum strike, and prose my titU>ddiM|» 

ToEowinm* 



m KING LEKR. [Act V. 

Alb. Stay yet ; hear reaaon : Bdmund, 1 arrest thee 
til capital treason ; and, in thy arrest, 

This gilded serpent: [Pointing to Qon.]— for yocir 
claim, ihir sister, 

1 bar it in (he interest of my wife ; 

*T is she is sub-contracted to this lonL 
And 1, her husband, contradict your banns. 

If you will marry make your loves to me. 

My lady is bespoke. 

Gon. An interlude . 

Alb. Thou art arm*d, Foster: — Let the trumpet sound: 
If none appear to prove upon thy person, 

Thy heinous, manifest, and many treasonB, 

Tb^ is my pledge ; [Throwing down a glow.] 1 11 
make it on &y heart. 

Ere 1 taste bread, thou art in nothing less 
Than 1 have here proclaim'd thee. 

Beg. Sick, O, sick^ 

Gon, If not, 1 11 ne'er trust medicine. [Aside. 
Edm, There's my exchange: [Throwing down a 
glove,] what in the world he is 
That names me traitor, villain-like ne lies ; 

Gall by the trumpet : he that dares approach, 

On him, on you, (who not ?) 1 will maintain 
My tru^ and honour firmly. 

Alb. A herald, hoa ! 

Edm. A herald, hoa, a herald ! 

Alb. Trust to thy single virtue; for thy soldiers, 

All levied in my name, have in my name 
Took their discharge. 

Beg. My sicknem gtows upon me. 

Enter a Herald. 

Alb. She is not well ; convey her to my tent. 

[ErtT Rxoak, bd. 

Come hither, herald,— Let the trumprt sound, — 

And read out this. 

QJf. Sound, trumpet! [A trumpet sounds. 
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If any aiM «r or detiMi* <Im 

will iD i di^in wpon Sdaiuid, va^pomA Bari of CH|Mk«r, tbatlSt 
if a manifold tnttor, l«t him appear by the tiilnl aoimd of 
tnimpal • Ha if hold la hit defoimu 

fimnid! tt TWiafdt 

fier. Again. flk TVifM^ 

Her, Again. [3 TVtifiMidf. 

{Truti^arawre vMik 
Enter Eooab arms4, preceded hp a trun^L 
AJb, Afk him his puEpoies, why he appears 
Upon this call o* the trumpet. 

Her, What axe you f 

Tom name, your quality f and why you answer 
This present summons 9 

Know, my name is lost ; 

By treason'i tooth bare gnawn, and couker-bit: 

Yet am 1 noble, as the ^versary 
I come to cope withal, 

AUt, Which is that adrenary 9 

E^. What *s he that speaks for Edmund earl of 
Gloster f 

Edm. Himself What say'^st thou to him t 
Edp; Draw thy sword , 

That, if my speech offend a noble heart, 

Thv ann may do thee justice : here is mine* 

Beoold, it is my privile|e, 

The privilege of mine honours, 

My oath, and my profession ; I protsst, — 

Mau^ thy strei^yth, place, you^ and emioanoe, 
Despite thy victor sworn and fire^iew fortune, 

Thy valour, and thy heart, — ^thou art a traitor : 

Palm to thy gods, toy broro, and iby totber; 


To toe descent and dust below diy fee^ 

A most toad-spotted traitor. Say thou, 

VOL. vui, S » 
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2^ tword, thig ami, and mj bat apiriti, are bait 
To prove upon diy heart, wheieto 1 epeak, 

Thou lieit. 

Edm. In wiedoin, I ihould ask thy name ; 

But, finoe thy outside looks so fair and warlike^ 

And that thy tongue some say* of breeding breathes, 
What sate and nicely 1 might well delay, 

By rule of knighthood, 1 disdain and spum : 

Back do 1 toss these treasons to thy head; 

With the hell-hated lie overwhelm thy heart ; 

Which, (for they yet glance by, and scarcely bruise,) 
This swo^ of mine sl^ll give them instant way, 

Where they shall rest tor ever. — ^Trumpets, speidc. 

[AlmruTM, Th«y fight. Edmund / a& 
AUk Save him, save him ! 

Oon, This is practice Gloster : 

By the law of war,^ thou wast not bound to answer 
All unknown opposite ; thou art not vanquish'd, 

But cQsen'd and beguil'd. 

Alb. Shut your mouth, dame, 

Or with this raper shall I stop it hold, lir 
Thou worse than any name, read thine own evil 
No tearing, lady ; 1 perceive you know it. 

[Oivet ihe letter to Edmund. 
G<m. Say, if 1 do : the laws are mine^ not thine : 
Who can arraign me for 't t [Butt GoNSRit. 

Alb, Most msDstious ! 


Know'st thou this paper ! 

Edm. 7 Ask ms not what I know. 


Alb. Go after i|lt she 's desperate ; govern her. 

[7b an Officer, who goto oaf. 
Edm, What you hare ch^'dmewith,ti»t have 1 dons;, 
And more, much more t the time will bring it out ; 

T 18 past, and so am I ; But what art thou 
That bast this fortune oo met If thou art noble 
1 do forgive thee. 


k Srar-*the quaitos, orsw. 





hut 'f exdbABge charity. 

1 amno law m hbod than them art, lld|xiuii4 $ 

If more, the more thou bast wrong'd me. 

My Bame ia Sdgiur> and diy fadwr'i eon. 

The gods are juit, and of our pleaaant viceg 
Make matrumentf to plague ua : 

The dark and yicioub pl^ where thee he got 
Coat him hia eyea. 

£dnu Thou hast apoken right, 't ii true j 

l^e wheel it oome full circle; 1 am here. 

AXb, Methought thy very gait did propheay 
A royal noblenen 1 must embrace tliee; 

Let aoRow split my heart, if ever 1 
Did hate th«, or thy fatha ! 

Edg, Worthy prince^ I know 't. 

Aib. Where have you hid yourself f 
How have you known the miseries of your ihther t 

Edg- By nuniagtheiii, my lord. — List a brief tale 
And whai 't is told, O, that my heart would buist 
The bloody proclamation to escape 
That ioUow'd me so near, (O our lives' sweetness ! — 
That we the ]wn of death would hourly ^ 

Rather than die at once !) taught me to shift 
Into a mod-man's mgs ; to assume a semblanoe 
That very dogs disdain'd : and in this habit 
Metimy&ther with his bleeding rings, 

Their precious atones new lost ; became his guide, 

Led hum begg'd for him, sav'd him ftom despair ; 
Never (O Ault !> reveal'd myself unto him, 

Until some half-nhur put^ wnm I was arm'd; 

Not fme, though hopinm of this good success^ 

I ask'd his blessing, and ftom first to last 
Told him our pUgrimag* : but his flaw'd hearty 
(Alack, too w^ the confliot to su{^»it !} 

Twixt two extremes of passim, joy and gtief, 

Burst milingly* 

JBefM. Tins speech of yours balAjJMvMiiis^ 

3 B 1 
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And pmthutce, do good t bnt ipeok you oni 
Ton locA Of you had lomethiiig moM to Mv. 

If tbm be xnoie, mora woftil, bold k in \ 

For 1 am almoit ready to diieolve^ 

Heormg of tbif. 

Edff. This would have teem'd a period 

To tucb at love not aonow ; but another, 

To o^lify too much, would make much more, 

And kb extremity. 

W^plst 1 was big in clamour, came there in a man. 
Who, having teen me in my worse estate, 

Shunn'd my abhorr’d society ; but then, finding 
Who 't was that so endur’d, with his strong arms 
He fasten’d on my neck, and bellow'd out 
As he 'd burst heaven ; threw him on my father ; 

Told the most piteous tale of Leer and him, 

That ever mr receiv'd : which in recounting 
His grief grew puissant, and the strings of li^ 

Began to crack t Twice then the trumpet sounded, 

And there 1 left him tranc’d. 

Alb, But who was thisf 

Edg, Kent, sir, the banidi’d Kent ; who in disguiaw 
Follow'd bis enemy long, and did him serviea 
Improper ibr a slave. 

Enter a Gentleman a hUtod/g kfn^e. 

Gant. Help I help ! O bripl 
E^. What kind help f 

Aw, Speak, man. 

Edg What means this bloody knifef 
Gent T is hot, it sraakai; 

It came even ftom the heart of— 0 she's dead. 

Alb, Who dead f ifwak, man. 

Gant. Your lady, sir, yoar lady $ and bar rister 
By her isjpoison'd ; she cosiftisei it 
Edm, 1 was contracted to them both j all thaia 
Now marly in an instant 
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Ih M k i A be they elive or detd!^ 

Tbit iudgBHnkt 4f tb« hea?eni that makei tis trenohK 
Toucbei ut not willi pity. [JSsbU GentlemMi. 

MnUrKmPi* 


O, is fhis hot* 

The time will not allow the compliment, 

Which very mannen urges. 

JCent. I am come 

To bid my king and Boaster aye good m|fat $ 

Is he not neret 

Ali. Great thing of ns fbrgot 
Speak, Edmund, where *s the king; and whem 'a Cor- 
delia t— 

See'st thou thia object, Kent f 

[TAe bodies o/Oov, and Rsaaw ore brouffMM* 
Kent. Alack, why thua f 

Kdnu Yet Edmund waa beloeVI i 

The one the other poisoned for my aakc^ 

And after slew hmaelf. 

Aib. Even so. — Cover their iboee. 

1 pwt fbr life : Some go^ I mean to do^ 
Despite of mine own nature. Quickly aaad,**- 
Qefi rief m i^— to the castle $ & my writ 
ts on the life of Lear, and on Corded :<-»• 

Nay, send m tima 

Am. Ron, ran, O, ron-«> 

Sdff» To wfao^ my lordf^Who has die oAoeta^ 
Thy token of remove. 

Edm> Well mought on^ take my fwoid| 

Give it the captain. 

Alb, Hai^^ibrlhyUlarRk.RiMH». 

Sdm, He hath commiaiioti ftmn t^y tiik i^d m 
To hang Corddia in the prison, and 
To lay the blame upon h« own desnain 
That die da^id herself. 

• Theqaail8t,0l Uisks, 
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Alb* The godi defend her I Bear him hence awhile* 
[Edmund is bams off. 

EtUsr liNAB, with Cordblza dead in Ms arms : 

Edgar, Officer, and others. 

Lear. Howl, howl, howl ! — 0, you are men of atones ; 
Had 1 your tcmguei and eyes 1 *d use them so 
That heaven's vault should crack : — She 's gone for 
ever ! — 

I know when one is dead, and when one lives ; 

She '■ dead as earth : — Lrad me a looking-glaw ; 

If that her hreath will mist or stain the stone, 
thhn she lives. 

Kent, Is this the promis'd end f * 

Edg. Or image of that horror 1 

Am. Fall and cease ! 

Lear. This feather stirs; she lives; if it be so, 

It is a chance which does redeem all sorrows 
That ever I have felt. 

Kent. O my good master J [Kneeling* 

Lear. Prithee^ away. 

Edg. T is noble Kent, ^rour friend* 

Le^. A plague upon you, murderers, traitors aU ! 

1 might have sav'd her ; now she 's gone for ever ! 
Gordidia, Cordelia, stay a little. Ha ! 

What is 't thou say'stT — Her voice was ever soft, 
Gentle, and low ; an excellent thing in woman : — 

I kill'd the slave that was a hanging thee. 

Off. T is true, my lords, he did. 

Lear. Did I not, fellow 9 

1 have seen the day, with my good biting faulchion 
I would have made them skip : I am old now. 

And these same crosses spoil me. — Who are you t 
Mine eyes are not o' the best :->I 'll tell you straight. 

Kent, If fortune brag of two she lov'd and hat^ 
One of them we behold. 

* The pnmi Td end of the world foretold la ftie 

Seriptisss. The *' Image of that honor*' isthe same as ** the 
great doom> imaue ** of * • 
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^SHak k « dull ilgfat An ymi not %«d t 
mmt, tkiUMne; 

tm mA lUnt : When k ydor nmiit Ckhiif 
He*ea fCKid felbw,! dBakll IhBti 
Rein ekikeii and quickly too: He '■ dM end ntlen. 
iTent No, my mod M ; X am the very men ;-«*> 
Xear. I li aee mat itraight. 

Kmt That, ihoni your &«t of diftranoe and deeayii 

Have follow'd your etepe. 

Lear* You an welcome hithn* 

Kent, Nor no man eUe ; all '■ cheerleii» dark, and 
deadly.— 

Your eldert daughten have fondone^ thenuelvei, 

And deeperately an dead. 

Lear, At, ao I think. 

Alb, He knowa not what he laya ; and vain it k 
That we preient ua to him. 

Edff, Very boodeaa. 

Enter on Officer. 

Qj^. £dmund k dead, my lord. 

Alb. That 'a but a tri0e here.— 

You lorda, and noble fHenda, know our intent 
What comfort to thia great decay ma^ come 
Shall be apdied : For ua, we will reaign, 

During the life of thk old majeaty, 

To him our abaolute power You, to your righta ; 

[To KoaeM and Kmrr^ 
With boot^ and euca addition aa your bonoun 
Have more than merited. — ^All menda ahall taate 
The wagea of their virti^ and all foea 
The cup of their deaervin^— O, aee, aee ! 

Lear, And my poor foA k ha^d No^no^netlfo: 

* F(Mv>duM. We have ineTioady hed tmA ta the 

aaaw aeiue oi deetiw* 

k JM ngf poor /M it hamffd. We eeaaot sTidd tliiakkg 
timt Sbakepere. in thu place, aieaat to eiprewamenliar W«- 
decaeaiidenvednuml^BowtWaedfvecflleetlau^ hUreai^ 
tot bk poor follows, the Fool, whom we have loel alkc the 
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Why thmi^ * 4og» A ho^ ft iftt> have 
Aftalhieiifto bteathat all? Thou It come i)d mom. 
Noftrer, never^ nevee, never, never !— 

Pray you undo thii tjoaitftm : Thank you, sir. — 

Do vou f|9e thie 1 Looik m her,«-<4ook,— her lipi,-*- 
LooL look there! > [H* dies, 

Bdg^ He fiunte ! My lord, xny lord,*- 

JGmt Bmk, heart; 1 prithee, break ! 

Xiook up^ my lord. 
Aen^. Vex not hie ^^oet : 0, 1^ him pasa ! be hatee 
him 

That would upon the rack of tliie tough world 
Stretch him out longer. 

Edg, He it gone, indeed. 

KbwL The wonder it he hath endur'd so long : 

He but musp'd his life. 

AJh. Bear them from heQce.«^Oor present buainess 
Is general woe. Friends of my soul, you twain 

[Tb Kbnt and Bhuab. 
Rule in this realm, ehd die gorM state sustain. 

Ktnl. 1 have a jouiney,t«r,;riiortly to go ; 

My master calls nfe, — must not say, no. 

Alb, The weight of this sad time we mult obey ; 
^eak what wf feel, not what we ought to say. 

)ltie okLeit hath bo^ most: we that are young 
Shall never see so much, nor live so long. 

[E^BtwU wUh a dead mordk.^ 

third aek la the AsiHh of hii dbtiess, during the stonn, Ism 
ssye— Boor fool and haave#! haMohs psrt laaiyhsanthn^ 
sorry yetfSiw due.'* And now, whsa the l»t and dsepasloalsr 
mity has nllen ttpon huti.nls exprssnons nbaps themmvm oat\ 
of we Indtsdaeaiess with wh^b he views ths pieiMt ead thg 
ssniJndOordellaishis **poQf ftnt.'* 

* TOs is the origteal stage dlreedoa, 

iwn OP fttwO’ UtAJd. 




